I 


vM;,  I 


I  s  raj 


^^^■i 

^^^H 

^^H 


■ 


HP 


mm 


RHH9B 


■ 


1 


1 


M 


June 
1956 


L.ona%atuLatLon± 

and  i7E±t  ujL±nzs, 

to 

J^aLmoxaL  cyjaLL  <fy%aauat&5. 


Remember . . .  when  quality  and 
Service  counts . . . 


Peerless  laundry 


PHONE  74-4411 


SetfOHct  @wtfocvie  fan,  S6M  cutct  @one 


Palmoral  ^all 


WINNIPEG 


Residence  and  Junior  School  Building 


A  RESIDENTIAL  AND  DAY  SCHOOL  FOR  GIRLS 

Conducted  under  the  auspices  of  the  Anglican  and  United  Churches 


Balmoral  Hall  is  ideally  located.  Eight  acres  of  land  surrounding  the 
buildings  provide  ample  space  for  summer  and  winter  sports.  In  addition 
to  the  required  academic  subjects,  classes  are  given  in  Art,  Music, 
Dramatics,     Physical     Training,     Dancing,     Games,     and     Swimming. 

Kindergarten  to  Grade  XII 


For   prospectus    and    information   concerning   admission   for   September,    1956 

Write  to 

The  Head  Mistress:  Miss  G.  Murrell-Wright,  B.A. 

Balmoral  Hall,  Winnipeg,  Manitoba 


MAGAZINE    EXECUTIVE 
BACK  ROW  STANDING— J.  Blight,  J.  Fitton.  A.  Dykes,  J.  Mathewson,  Diane  Smith. 
SITTING— J.    McDiarmid,    M.    Stephenson,    J.    Hoare,    B.    Dougall,    Editor,    P.    Smith,    J.    Rose,    B.    McRae. 


THE  MAGAZINE  EXECUTIVE  1955-1956 

Chief  Editor  ------------------  Brenda  Dougall 

Literary  Editors  ------------  Marilyn  Stephenson,  Joy  Fitton 

Sports  Editors  ------------  Jacqueline  Hoare,  Jennifer  Rose 

Music  --------------------  Jane  Mathewson 

Photography  -------- Patricia  Smith,  Anthea  Dykes 

Exchange  - -____-_-_____.  Betty  McRae 

Advertising  ------ j0y  McDiarmid,  Joanne  Blight 

Business  Manager  -----------------  Diane  Smith 


/4e6*t<Mvted%emeKte 


We  would  like  to  express  our  thanks  to  our  photographers,  Mr.  Blair 
MacAulay  and  Mr.  Harold  White,  to  Brigdens  of  Winnipeg,  Ltd.,  to  all 
who  kindly  offered  advertisements  for  our  magazine,  and  especially  to 
Stovel-Advocate  Press  without  whose  consistent  help  this  book  would  not 
have  been  possible. 


CONTENTS 


Magazine  Executive  2 

Editorial 5 

A  Tribute  to  Miss  Dalton 6 

Letter  from  the  Headmistress  7 

Head  Girl's   Valedictory   8 

The  Prefects  9 

The  Common  Room  9 

Literary  Section  10 

The  Opening  of  New  Building  18 

The  Art  Studio , 19 

Our  Juniors 22 

School  Activities  27 

Guides  and  Brownies  27 

Dramatics 28 

Dancing    29 

House   Notes    30 

Boarders'  Notes   34 

Class   Notes   38 

Library    Report    40 

Sports    42 

Gymnastics    44 

Exchanges  44 

School  Calendar  45 

Graduates    .' 46 

Autographs  51 

School  Directory 52 


B?n 


The  Board  of  Governors 

The  Headmistress  and  the  Staff 

of 

Balmoral  ©all 

invite  you  to  attend  the 

Annual  Christmas  Carol  Service 


an 


dtfn 


Dedication  Ceremony 

in  the  School  Assembly  Hall 
at  two-thirty  o'clock 
and 

The  Opening  of  the  New  Building 

at  three-thirty  o'clock 

on  Tuesday,  the  twentieth  day  of  December, 

nineteen  hundred  and  fifty-five. 
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EDITORIAL 


"Build  thee  more  stately  mansions,  O  my  soul, 
As  the  swift  seasons  roll!" 


What  an  inspiring  and  timely  thought  for  us,  so  recently  established  in  a  new 
mansion  of  bricks  and  steel,  of  books  and  pens.  These  lines,  from  "The  Chambered 
Nautilus,"  framed  on  our  drawing-room  for  all  to  see,  have  suggested  a  thought  for 
my  editorial. 

Most  of  us  remember  the  combined  efforts  and  willing  contributions  of  parents  and 
friends  to  our  building  fund,  with  donations  and  assistance  in  our  many  projects.  How 
can  we  ever  forget  the  monumental  results  of  the  Smorgasbord  and  the  Christmas 
Village;  and  the  fun  we  had  as  sailors,  villagers,  and  behind-the-scene  workers?  Swiftlv 
and  more  swiftly  the  seasons  rolled  till  on  November  eleventh,  nineteen  hundred  and 
fifty-five,  we  "unkinked"  ourselves  from  our  subterranean  quarters  to  move  into  the 
New  Building.  At  last,  on  December  twentieth,  our  goal  was  reached  at  the  official 
opening  ceremony. 

How  fortunate  for  us  to  be  the  first  classes  in  the  New  Building!  We  are  pioneers 
in  these  corridors,  exploring  and  contrasting  the  changes.  The  Art  room  has  developed 
from  the  former  laundry  room  to  a  well-lit,  pleasant  studio;  the  dark,  old  Lab. 
smelling  of  various  biological  and  chemistry  specimens,  is  a  thing  of  the  past  when  com- 
pared with  our  large,  airy,  new  Lab.  The  Home  Economics  room  is  no  longer  cramped, 
but  stocked  with  modern  appliances.  Greatest  of  all  changes  was  the  transition  from  the 
active,  noisy,  congested  "bun  and  milk"  room,  to  our  still  active,  but  spacious  and  sound- 
proofed common  room.  The  building  suggests  a  feeling  of  freedom  of  movement  and 
broader  education  from  the  well-stocked  library,  right  down  to  the  twenty-one  inch 
screen  television  set. 

The  New  Building  stands  here  as  tangible  evidence  of  our  progress,  another  step 
forward,  as  we  continue  "Seeking  Better  Things."  Although  we  appreciate  the  changes 
in  our  "stately  mansion",  we  are  aware  that  more  important  is  the  development  going  on 
inside  it.  School  days  are  "moulding"  days  for  our  minds  and  our  bodies.  Let  us  make 
good  with  all  the  knowledge  and  instruction  provided  here  for  us.  As  the  swift 
seasons  roll  ever  onward,  may  the  standard  of  education  that  we  set  for  ourselves  in  this 
New  School  Building  ever  be  high ! 

Brenda  Dougall, 
Editor 


MISS  M.  J.  DALTON 
Headmistress  1901-1905 

A  Tribute  to  Miss  Dalton 

The  word  of  Miss  Dalton's  death  last  August  turned  the  clock  of  recollection  back 
for  her  old  pupils  of  Havergal  College  to  1901.  She  opened  the  school  as  a  stranger 
in  Winnipeg  but  soon  won  the  admiration  and  respect  of  her  pupils  and  of  their 
parents.  As  one  of  those  pupils,  may  I  express  my  deep  appreciation  of  her,  and  an 
acknowledgment  of  her  influence  on  my  life. 

I  was  most  fortunate  in  being  taken  on  my  first  European  trip  with  my  parents  at 
that  time  and  Miss  Dalton  whole-heartedly  approved  of  the  break  in  the  scholastic  year. 
She  excused  me  from  classes  for  some  weeks  prior  to  our  departure  and  gave  me  a 
corner  in  which  to  peruse  books  of  information  she  provided  about  the  places  we  were 
to  visit.  The  result  was  that  these  places  were  already  alive  for  me  before  we  started, 
and  I  was  armed  with  lists  and  notations  of  things  I  should  see. 

That  first  trip  abroad  made  an  indelible  impression  on  my  life  and  greatly  broad- 
ened my  outlook  on  life — To  Miss  Dalton  I  owe  much. 

Anne  Collum 


GIFTS  TO  THE  NEW  SCHOOL 


Balmoral  Hall  has  said  thank  you  many  times 
this  past  year  to  our  extraordinarily  generous 
friends.  Among  the  many  gifts  we  have  received 
is  a  donation  towards  a  dictionary  stand  for  the 
Library,  a  donation  towards  a  shield  for  Sports 
Captains'  names,  a  projector  screen,  a  frigidaire 
for  the  Home  Economics  room,  a  1955  edition  of 
The  Encyclopaedia  Britannica,  a  television  set  for 


the  Common  Room,  some  office  furniture,  new 
library  filing  cabinets,  a  radiometer,  a  microscope 
and  a  precision  balance  for  the  Laboratory,  two 
Library  tables,  a  plant  stand  and  plants,  a  plastic 
relief  map  of  Canada,  three  paintings,  a  flag  for 
the  Guide  Company  and  a  rug  for  the  Junior 
Library.  As  we  send  this  Magazine  to  Press  once 
again  we  say  sincerely,  Thank  you. 


Balmoral  Hall, 
June,  1956. 


My  dear  Girls, 


In  various  ways  as  I  read  your  articles  in  this  Magazine  I  detect  a  note  of  appreciation 
for  the  changes  and  improvements  that  have  come  to  Balmoral  Hall  and  instead  of 
writing  a  letter  I  would  rather  quote  a  Psalm  of  Thanksgiving  for  this  wonderful  year 
now  completed.  However,  as  I  am  not  too  sure  that  you  would  read  into  the  Psalm  all  that 
I  am  thinking,  I  shall  gather  into  this  letter  some  of  the  gifts  to  this  School  for  which 
we  should  all  be  truly  thankful. 

Most  conspicuous  by  its  size  and  its  importance  in  our  lives  is  our  new  senior  school 
building,  nearly  every  feature  of  which  has  been  referred  to  in  some  corner  in  thic. 
magazine.  As  we  now  use  every  room  so  completely  and  so  naturally  it  is  difficult  to 
realize  how  we  managed  without  a  Common  Room,  an  Art  Room  and  a  Locker  Room — 
or  how  the  old  library  could  have  been  adequate  —  or  how  we  faced  the  trips  to  the  old 
Science  Laboratory  in  30°  below  zero  weather.  Less  conspicuous  to  the  casual  observer 
but  of  great  significance  in  the  varying  fields  of  your  education  are  three  pictures  • — 
you  know  where  they  are  — a  1955  edition  of  the  Encyclopaedia  Britannica,  a  Frigidaire, 
and  Television. 

Still  less  conspicuous  is  the  work  of  the  Alumnae  Association  and  the  Auxiliary, 
your  Mothers.  These  groups  are  busily  working  all  the  time,  not  where  they  will  disturb 
you  by  their  presence  but  working  because  they  love  this  school  or  want  the  best  for  you. 
Their  efforts  are  too  numerous  to  mention  but  if  you  stop  and  think  you  will  realize 
how  much  richer  we  are  because  of  their  help. 

Let  us  be  thankful  for  all  our  blessings  this  past  year  and  let  us  remember  with  joy 
any  opportunities  we  have  had  for  useful  service.  Service  gladly  and  freely  given  is  a 
gift  in  itself.  You  have  served  others  by  being  friendly,  helpful  and  considerate  —  by 
being  able  class  officers  or  prefects  —  by  fulfilling  to  your  best  ability  your  duties  on 
various  school  committees  —  and  by  serving  others  you  have  served  yourselves  and  your 
School. 

As  you  go  away  for  a  happy  Summer  holiday  let  no  day  go  by  without  saying  and 
meaning  these  familiar  words: 

"For  what  I  have  received  this  day,  O  Lord  make  me  truly  thankful". 

Affectionately  yours, 


ten 


W/ 


VALEDICTORY 


Dear  Girls, 

School  days  seem  so  short  when  you  want  to 
do  so  much.  As  I  write  this  valedictory,  I  am 
reminded  that  many  of  us  are  soon  to  end  our 
school  days.  What  glorious  opportunities  and 
adventures  we  who  are  graduating  can  recall  — 
the  amalgamation  of  the  two  schools,  the 
turning  of  the  sod  of  our  new  building,  and 
finally  the  opening  of  the  building.  Of  my 
many  happy  memories  I  think  the  most  out- 
standing was  being  present  at  the  cutting  of  the 
ribbon  by  Dr.  Lockhart. 

Certainly  the  highlight  this  year  has  been 
the  new  building  --  with  its  Common  Room, 
our  head  girl  -  diane  smith  Laboratory,   Library,   Home  Economics  Room, 

and  of  course,  the  classrooms.  Throughout  this 
school  year,  we  have  not  ceased  to  remember 
you  who  have  left,  but  who  worked  for  what 
we  now  enjoy.  We  too  have  worked — together 
with  our  Mothers,  we  planned  and  carried  out 

the  Library  Tea,  which  was  a  tremendous  success  and  has  helped  to  provide  the  means 

for  cataloguing  our  Library  and  for  new  library  books. 

I  shall  always  realize  what  I  owe  to  my  school  —  to  Miss  Murrell-Wright,  whose 
constant  understanding  and  guidance  has  made  this  year  so  successful;  to  all  the  members 
of  the  Staff  who  have  taught  me  and  now  send  me  on  to  "Seek  Better  Things"  else- 
where. To  the  prefects,  House  Heads,  and  girls,  I  should  like  to  say  that  this  has  been  a 
wonderful  year  for  me  as  your  Head  Girl.  To  you  seniors  who  will  fulfill  the  positions 
of  responsibility  and  authority  next  year,  and  to  my  successor,  I  give  my  sincerest  wishes 
for  your  happiness  in  all  that  you  undertake  next  year. 

Although  I  find  it  hard  to  say  good-bye  after  all  these  happy  years,  I  hope  to  come 
back  often  to  wish  you  well. 


Love, 


Diane 


PREFECTS   and    SENIORS  in   the   COMMON   ROOM 


Our  Prefects 


XII  Carol  Cross 

Jacqueline  Hoare 
Jennifer  Rose 
Patricia  Smith 


XI 


Brenda  Dougall 
Joy  McDiarmid 
Dianne  McPhail 
Lyn  Stephen 


Diane  Smith  —  Head  Girl 


"I  Am  The  Common  Room" 


I  am  the  Common  Room  and  I  speak  as  the 
Common  Room.   Hear  my  tale. 

Barely  had  the  painters  moved  out  when  girls 
moved  in.  I  must  have  been  needed  for  I  have 
stored  away  a  long  list  of  appreciative  remarks 
beginning  with  "Do  you  remember  when  we 
didn't  have  this  Common  Room?" 

How  am  I  used?  I  hardly  know  where  to  begin 
but  if  I  tell  you  that  the  first  month  of  opening 
produced  a  piano,  the  next  month  a  new  three- 
speed  record  player  which  the  girls  purchased 
themselves,  (I  heard  about  this  one  day  at  recrea- 
tion) you  will  understand  that  there  is  music  in 
the  C.R.  Where  there  is  music  and  a  group  of 
girls  there  is  dancing.  Believe  me  Friday  nights 
were  quite  interesting  when  a  group  of  seniors 
took  a  short  course  in  ball-room  dancing.  My  walls 
also  resound  to  the  tuneful  voices  of  the  singing 
classes  where  I  hear  no  evil,  see  no  evil  and  speak 
no  evil. 


I  have  witnessed  interesting  meetings,  Guide 
parties,  Alumnae  Teas  and  endless  moments  of 
casual  living.  I  seem  to  be  the  place  where  people 
"let  off"  but  the  greatest  moment  of  all  and  one 
that  I  shall  long  remember  was  the  occasion  of 
the  boarders'  Christmas  party  when  Staff  and  Pre- 
fects were  the  guests  of  honour.  I  remember  the 
gay  mood  of  the  evening,  the  gaily-decorated 
Christmas  tree,  the  sparkling  eyes  of  excited  girls, 
little  girls  in  party  dresses,  big  girls  in  sophisti- 
cated taffetas  but  all  were  one  with  uncontrolled 
delight  when  Santa  brought  to  me,  the  Common 
Room,  a  gleaming  new  Television  Set.  From  that 
day  on  I  have  been  convinced  that  of  all  my  com- 
panion rooms  in  this  new  building  I  am  the  most 
used  and  the  happiest.  I  suppose  that  is  natural 
for  after  all  "I  am  the  Common  Room.'' 


The  Common  Room 
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What  the  Cat  Saw 


The  fire  leaped  and  danced  and  spread  a 
cheery  glow  through  the  room.  The  cat  sat  blink- 
ing in  the  warmth,  tail  curved  neatly  about  him, 
eyes  on  the  flames.  Like  an  aged  professor,  he 
seemed  to  be  reminiscing  on  past  experiences.  His 
thoughts  went  back  and  back  .  .  . 

Egypt  .  .  .  The  jewelled  fingers  of  Cleopatra 
stroked  her  fuiry  companion.  Deftly,  she  slipped 
the  deadly  potion  into  her  brother's  goblet  as  he 
bent,  laughing,  to  retrieve  the  fan  she  had  let 
fall.  Slowly,  she  stroked,  and  stroked.  Suddenly 
the  youth  uttered  a  sharp  cry  and  fell  to  the  floor 
where  he  writhed  for  a  moment,  twitched,  and 
grew  still.  She  smiled,  and  stroked  —  who  would 
know  ?  Only  the  cat  had  seen. 

Rome  .  .  .  The  agonized  voice  cried  hoarsely, 
"Et  tu,  Brute?"  as  the  knife  plunged  once  more. 
His  murderers  watched  as  their  emperor  crumpled 
slowly  to  the  floor;  then  fled  silently.  The  cat, 
disinterestedly  washing  himself  in  a  small  square 
of  sunlight,  reflected:  "So,  Caesar  is  dead." 

Britain  ...  At  the  sound  of  the  terror-stricken 
scream,  the  cat  leaped  into  a  doorway.  Running 
footsteps  approached,  and  presently  a  sobbing 
girl  darted  past.  Her  frightened  eyes  glanced 
wildly  to  left  and  right,  as  if  in  search  of  refuge 
in  the  cold,  echoing  rooms.  All  day  her  pitiful 
cries  were  heard.    Then  all  sound  ceased.  Another 


English  queen  had  met  her  death,  swiftly,  at  the 
block. 

France  .  .  .  From  his  perch  on  the  window 
sill,  the  cat  had  a  perfect  view  of  the  screaming 
mob  below.  Through  the  crowd  rumbled  a  cart 
filled  with  aristocrats  —  their  faces  drawn  and 
haggard.  One  stood  out  among  the  rest  —  her 
snowy  hair  and  erect  body  hinted  at  former  beauty. 
But  soon  the  gracious  head  was  mutilated,  the 
proud  body  broken  and  lifeless.  The  guillotine 
had  ended  the  life  of  Marie  Antoinette. 

America  .  .  .  Savage  screams  broke  the  calm  of 
the  still  night.  One  by  one  the  family  was  dragged 
into  the  yard  screaming  .  .  .  then  the  night  grew 
still  once  more.  The  only  sound  was  the  crackling 
of  the  burning  barn.  After  a  long  while,  the  cat 
crept  from  his  hiding  place  and  gingerly  picked 
his  way  to  the  middle  of  the  yard  where  lay  a 
child.  He  sniffed  her  cold  cheek,  and  then,  as  if 
summoning  her  to  play,  patted  a  dishevelled  curl. 
There  was  no  movement.  He  mewed  plaintively 
several  times,  then  began  a  long  vigil  beside  his 
little  mistress. 

Is  it  any  wonder  that  the  cat  looks  so  wise, 
so  mysterious?  Perhaps  many  of  our  questions 
would  be  answered  if  we  had  seen  what  the  cat 
saw. 

Lyn  Stephen, 
Grade  XI. 
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About  Gipsies 

Gipsies  are  a  nomadic  race  who  are  supposed 
to  be  descended  from  some  East  Indian  tribe.  They 
first  appeared  in  England  at  the  beginning  of  the 
sixteenth  century.  Although  they  are  descendants 
of  the  East,  they  are  more  commonly  seen  in 
Europe.  They  do,  however,  show  evidence  of  their 
Eastern  origin.  They  are  dark  skinned;  they  have 
black  hair,  black  or  dark  eyes,  and  pearly  white 
teeth.  A  large  percentage  of  the  people  have  the 
power  to  hypnotize  people,  and  have  been  known 
to  offer  and  use  remedies  by  using  herbs  in  cases 
of  sickness.  They  dress  quite  raggedly  and  many 
of  them  wear  no  shoes. 

They  live  in  caravans  and  move  around  from 
place  to  place  in  tribes.  They  live  from  the  land 
but  many  times  the  police  have  had  to  chase  them 
away.  The  gipsies  earn  their  living  by  small 
occupations,  such  as  tinkering  and  basket-making. 
They  pick  heather  and  wild  flowers  and  arrange 
them  neatly  in  baskets  and  sell  them.  Their  chief 
occupation  in  England,  though,  is  the  making  of 
clothes  pegs.  They  strip  the  bark  from  the  trees, 
shape  it  into  pegs,  wind  tin  around  it,  and  then 
hang  it  up  to  dry.  You  will  often  see  them  in 
market  places  selling  these,  and  it  is  amazing, 
sometimes,  how  quickly  they  sell  them.  The  old 
women  specialize  in  fortune-telling  while  the  men 
usually  pick  the  customer's  pockets.  The  men  are 
also  very  clever  horse-dealers.  The  gipsies  are 
known  for  their  lovely  gruel.  It  is  similar  to  a 
stew  and  is  made  from  meat,  bones  and  many 
other  ingredients. 

The  language  of  the  gipsies  is  Romany,  the 
speech  of  the  Roma  or  Zincoli.  It  is  debased 
Hindu  dialect  with  a  large  addition  of  Persian, 
Armenian  and  European  words.  Romany  is  from 
the  Gipsy  word  "ran"  meaning  a  man  or  a  hus- 
band. A  Romany  rye  is  one  who  enters  into  the 
gipsy  world  which  means  a  gentleman. 

The  gipsies  have  no  religion,  although  they 
allow  themselves  to  be  baptized  in  the  Christian 
faith.  There  is  a  legend  that  the  gipsies  are 
strays  on  the  earth  because  they  refused  to  shelter 
the  Virgin  and  her  Child  when  they  were  escaping 
to  Egypt.  Many  people  have  wondered  about  the 
truth  of  this  saying,  because  many  gipsies  are 
wealthy  enough  to  settle  down  in  a  house  instead 
of  moving  from  one  place  to  another  around  the 
countryside. 

The  gipsies  never  stay  in  one  place  too  long, 
partly  because  of  their  unpopularity.  They  are 
quite  cunning  and  sly  and  often  camp  on  a  far- 
mer's land  until,  gradually,  the  farmer  begins  to 
notice  that  his  ducks,  chickens  and  geese  are  dis- 
appearing. 

The  name  of  the  largest  group  of  gipsies  in 
Europe  is  Atzigan;  in  Turkey  and  Greece  they  are 
called    Tshingian;    in    the    Balkans    and    Rumania 


Tsigan;  in  Hungary  Zigany;  in  Germany  Zige- 
norer;  in  Italy  Zigari;  in  Portugal  Cigano;  and 
in  Spain  Gitano.  The  French  call  the  gipsies 
cagoux,  which  means  unsociable. 

Although  many  people  do  not  approve  of  the 
gipsies'  way  of  living,  I  would  like  to  be  a  gipsy 
because  I  love  their  carefree  life. 

Beryl  Hoare, 
Grade  X. 


The  Lucky  Charm 

Raoul  entered  the  swamp  from  the  south-east 
pasture,  never  again  to  return  home.  He  had 
lived  in  the  sprawling  shack  behind  him  for  all 
of  his  seventeen  years  and  was  sad  at  leaving  it. 
But  now  was  the  time  to  strike  out  —  he  was  too 
old  to  live  with  his  family.  His  parents  would  be 
sad  at  first,  but  they  would  soon  forget.  There 
were  eight  other  mouths  to  feed  and  the  celery 
crop  was  going  to  be  poor.  All  his  life,  Raoul 
had  been  a  more  thoughtful  child  than  the  others 
and  had  been  discontented  with  farm  life.  He 
was  independent. 

Earlier  in  the  afternoon  after  weeding  the 
celery  trenches,  Raoul  had  packed  a  greasy  slab 
of  bacon  and  a  big  portion  of  cornpone  into  .a 
sack,  whistled  to  Tigre,  and  had  left.  As  he 
trudged  through  the  coarse  cane  grass  he  began  to 
doubt  his  own  ability  to  live  alone.  However,  the 
charm  on  the  rawhide  around  his  neck  reassured 
him.  Nothing  short  of  success  could  ever  cross  his 
path  while  he  was  wearing  his  charm.  The  charm 
was  a  yellowed  alligator's  tooth.  Old  Guan  had 
given  it  to  the  boy.  The  tooth  had  belonged  to 
the  alligator  who  had  taken  three  fingers  from 
Guan's  right  hand.  He  had  killed  the  beast  and 
kept  a  tooth  as  a  charm.  That  had  happened 
eighty  years  before. 

Guan  had  been  a  trapper  all  his  life  —  had 
lived  in  the  swamp  and  had  finally  died  there. 
When  he  was  ten  Raoul  had  met  the  old  trapper 
and  from  that  time  on,  they  were  friends.  The 
old  man  knew  all  the  swamp  lore  and  the  young, 
inquisitive  boy  proved  to  be  an  ardent  listener. 
Guan  trapped  opossum  for  a  living  and  sold  the 
hides  to  a  factory  for  a  small  price.  During  this 
friendship,  Raoul  had  matured  considerably.  Then 
suddenly,  the  old  man  died.  Guan  had  known  the 
end  was  coming  and  had  given  the  charm  to 
Raoul.  This  charm  was  a  symbol  of  the  boy's 
future  life  —  swamp  life.  Raoul  knew  his  would 
be  a  hard  life,  but  he  was  prepared  for  it. 

Boy  and  dog  scrambled  through  the  thicket, 
lurching  over  the  uneven  ground  under  low- 
hanging  branches.      This  thicket  was  the  barrier 


between  the  busy  world  and  the  peaceful  swamp. 
Tigre  jumped  into  the  skiff  by  the  shore,  followed 
by  Raoul  who  slowly  poled  in  the  direction  of 
Guan's  old  cabin.  There  Raoul  would  make  his 
headquarters.  The  skiff  glided  through  the  still, 
murky  water.  The  swamp  held  no  terrors  for 
Raoul.  It  was  a  refuge  for  beast  and  man.  Smooth- 
trunked  trees  rose  out  of  mossy  banks.  The  foliage 
blocked  the  sunlight,  but  here  and  there  a  stream 
of  light  would  manage  to  sneak  through  onto  a 
sandy  bar.  Here  alligators  and  turtles  lazed.  The 
swamp  was  an  endless  grey-green  world.  Even 
the  birds  were  grey  —  but  how  they  could  fill  the 
swamp  with  music !  The  curacha  bird  was  typical 
of  the  swamp  —  outwardly  drab  but  so  beautiful 
when  analysed.  Raoul  had  read  about  gaudy 
orioles,  but  the  curachas  seemed  much  more  appeal- 
ing with  their  throaty  calls.  This  was  Raoul's 
domain. 

The  skiff  drifted  along  innumerable  water- 
ways and  channels,  all  similar  in  appearance.  But 
Raoul  knew  where  he  was  going  and  with  deter- 
mination, poled  more  quickly.  The  cabin  was 
leaning  against  two  century-oid  trees  at  the  end 
of  a  narrow  secluded  bay.  The  skiff  bumped 
against  the  decayed  dock.  Raoul  skilfully  moored 
it  to  an  eroded  post  and  stood  looking  at  the 
cabin.  It  would  need  a  new  door.  Tigre  bounded 
ahead  and  stood,  barking,  by  the  cabin.  He  felt 
at  home  already.  Raoul  closed  the  door  behind 
him  and  pulled  the  curtains.  The  swamp  was 
cold  at  night.  He  knelt  by  the  hearth  and  lit  a 
fire;  then  sat  meditating.  The  dog  lay  beside  him. 
His  was  a  great  undertaking.  There  was  a  look 
of  wistfulness  and  homesickness  on  his  face  but 
it  soon  turned  to  one  of  independence  and  resolve. 
He  was  seventeen.  He  was  going  to  be  a  trapper 
like  Guan.  With  the  aid  of  the  charm,  he  would 
succeed. 

Gayle  McLean, 
Grade  XI. 


Autumn 

The  oak  tree  stood  in  the  garden, 

Splendid,  stately  and  still. 

She  had  done  her  best, 

At  Nature's  request 

Her  summer's  work  to  fulfill. 

And  now  li^e  children, 

Grown  up  and  gay, 

She  watched  as  her  leaves  go  swirling  away. 

Joy  McDiarmid, 
Grade  XI. 


What  the  Cat  Saw 

Thibeau  the  cat  awoke  as  a  shadow  fell  across 
him.  It  was  only  the  Child,  who  was  clambering 
precariously  from  a  window  on  the  second  floor 
of  the  apartment  onto  the  roof  to  join  the  cat. 
Thibeau  hoped  with  a  sniff  of  protest  that  the 
Child's  Mother  did  not  know  what  he  was  doing; 
or  surely  she  would  carry  on  for  hours  in  her 
harsh,  tired  voice.  However,  it  happened  to  be  that 
lazy  time  in  the  afternoon  when  everyone  but 
little  boys  grows  idle. 

It  was  one  of  those  roofs  of  a  much  older 
generation,  generously  indented  with  sloping  gar- 
rets and  caught  with  wooden  eaves.  The  one  pecu- 
liar feature  was  that  the  slope  was  so  gentle,  there 
were  no  doors  or  windows  opening  onto  it;  only 
a  musty,  unused  trapdoor.  By  grasping  the  chimney 
corner  where  the  rotten  eave  had  broken  away, 
the  Child  could  pull  himself  up  with  a  foothold 
on  the  clothes-line  pole.  The  old  building  con- 
trasted strangely  with  the  white,  superior  frame  of 
the  construction  immediately  adjacent. 

The  Child  crawled  up  the  pitted  roof  towards 
the  cat,  dragging  a  mass  of  red  and  green  wool 
after  him.  Thibeau's  eyes  narrowed  sleepily,  but 
his  senses  quickened  to  a  keener  sense  of  alertness. 
The  Child  chatted  happily  to  the  cat  as  he  spun 
the  wool  around  the  comer  of  the  brick  chimney, 
"See,  kitty,  I'm  making  a  bed  for  you.  Mom'll 
maybe  get  mad  'cause  I  took  it  out  of  her  sewing 
basket,  but  it's  such  pretty  colours."  He  picked  up 
the  animal  and  cradled  it  in  the  tangle  of  soft 
wool.  Thibeau  struggled  and  lashed  out  to  free 
himself.  The  Child  was  disappointed  as  Thibeau 
backed  away  defensively.  He  glanced  around  for 
another  source  of  amusement. 

The  roof-top  was  one  of  the  few  places  in  the 
crowded  city  quarter  that  was  exposed  to  sunlight 
and  healthy  surroundings.  Every  day  the  cat's 
master  reached  up  and  put  him  on  the  roof,  where 
he  could  sleep  in  the  sun,  soaking  in  the  warmth 
into  his  thin  body.  Because  the  roof  was  not  flat, 
no  one  had  ever  thought  of  going  up  to  sun-bathe. 
Modern  expansion  was  now  overflowing  into  the 
older  section  of  the  city.  Witness  the  huge,  in- 
complete construction  upon  which  Peter's  (for  so 
he  was  named)  eyes  alighted  with  the  pleasure  of 
finding  a  new  toy. 

Forgetting  Thibeau  and  the  wool,  he  edged  his 
way  along  the  ridge  pole  to  the  far  side  of  the 
building.  With  a  child's  cunning  he  plotted  as  to 
how  to  cross  to  the  new  thing.  Thibeau,  surefooted, 
padded  lightly  behind  to  watch  the  progress,  his 
grey  fur  ruffling  in  a  sudden  premonitory  breeze. 
Peter  was  already  over  the  edge,  testing  footholds 
on  the  extended  planks.  Frowning  with  concen- 
tration, he  reached  the  boarded  walls  which  were 
to  encase  the  cement  foundations.  The  cat  started 
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as  the  boy  flung  himself  across  the  double  case- 
ment with  a  flush  and  gasp  of  triumph,  "Mom 
can't  find  me  now,"  he  cried.  Under  his  pudgy 
weight,  the  two  thinly  constructed  walls  creaked 
and  buckled  outwards,  too  far  for  his  inefficient 
grip.  Three  seconds  after  the  scraping  stopped, 
the  walls  sprang  back  to  their  parallel  position, 
enclosing  their  captive.  Silence  .  .  .  Thibeau  stared 
and  stared,  his  whiskers  bristling.  Suddenly  he 
darted  with  a  groan  of  fear  towards  the  security 
of  the  chimney  corner. 

Voices  floated  through  the  air,  up  from  the  late 
afternoon  awakening.  "Ed.,  where  did  Peter  go? 
He  hasn't  been  around  all  afternoon." 

"I  think  down  at  the  playground,  dear." 

"Well,  do  you  suppose  he  took  all  my  red  and 
green  yarn  with  him?  I'll  give  him  what-for  when 
he  gets  home.  I'll  more  than  likely  never  see  that 
good  stuff  again." 

Up  on  the  roof,  the  red  rays  of  the  sun  had 
become  less  potent  as  it  sank  far  across  the  city. 
Flitting  breezes  had  dispelled  the  bank  of  oppres- 
sive heat.  Thibeau,  with  ears  cocked,  idly  tapped 
the  swaying  red  and  green  tangle. 

Brenda  Dougall, 
Grade  XI. 


Le  Printemps 

Le  ciel  est  bleu 

Comme  la  mer  au  dessous, 

Les  oiseaux  reviennent 

Et  le  vent  est  rempli 

Du  bruit  de  la  musique 

Qui  flotte  par  le  monde. 

Dans  le  jardin 

Les  fleurs  fleurissent  au  soleil, 

Les  fleurs  heureuses 

Dans  la  chaleur  du  soleil. 

Les  arbres  depouilles 

Deviennent  verts  aussi 

Que  les  fleurs  qui  fleurissent. 

Les  enfants  courent, 

Sans  controle. 

lis  chantent 
Comme  les  oiseaux 

Et  fleurissent 
Comme  les  fleurs 
Leur  visage  et  corps  montrent 
L'arrivee  de  cette  saison 
Si  charmante  qui  s'appelle 
Le  PRINTEMPS. 


Nancy  White, 
Grade  X. 


An  Adventure 

The  sun  had  just  crept  over  the  horizon — the 
lake  was  squally.  One  could  hear  the  squeaking  of 
the  boats  at  their  moorings.  An  ardent  sailor  at 
a  glance  could  tell  you  that  this  would  be  an  ideal 
day  for  one  of  those  leisurely  sails. 

The  boat  was  rigged — the  painter  was  freed 
from  the  buoy — our  bow  was  pointed  northward. 
The  sails  billowed  in  the  breeze  and  the  boat  glided 
swiftly   along   without   any   appearance  of  effort. 

Our  yacht  was  a  twenty-foot  rigged  ketch  with 
sleeping  quarters  in  the  hold  for  four  persons. 
Our  crew  consisted  of  Jaye,  a  Texan,  Kathy  and 
Caroline,  two  Tennesseeans,  and  myself — a  Cana- 
dian. Our  destination  on  this  misty  morning  was 
Lincoln,  located  on  the  north  shore  of  one  of  the 
ten  thousand  lakes  in  beautiful  north-western 
Minnesota. 

We  sailed  throughout  the  afternoon,  with  each 
person  taking  her  turn  at  the  tiller,  while  the 
others  basked  in  the  warmth  of  the  sun.  Towards 
six  o'clock  I  happened  to  glance  at  the  sky  in  the 
west.  What  I  saw  gave  me  a  slight  start  and  I  told 
the  others.  They  confirmed  my  observation.  The 
wind  had  increased  from  twenty-five  miles  per 
hour  to  at  least  forty,  and  had  shifted  to  the  west. 
To  a  sailor  a  storm  means  wind.  The  violent  squall 
from  the  thunder  cloud  is  the  most  difficult  with 
which  to  contend.  Few  small  sailboats  can  ride 
these  out  under  sail.  Even  the  most  expert  of 
skippers  is  helpless  when  caught  in  an  open  lake 
with  sails  up  in  one  of  these  squalls.  This  type 
of  storm  is  forewarned  by  a  formation  of  cumulo- 
nimbus clouds,  thunder,  and  a  change  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  wind — usually  to  the  west.  But  this 
phenomena  had  not  been  noticed.  It  looked  to  us 
all  as  though  we  were  about  to  have  an  electrical 
storm. 

In  a  strong  wind,  the  danger  of  capsizing  can 
be  averted  while  beating  to  windward  by  letting 
the  sheet  run  out  rapidly.  But  our  sheet  had  been 
let  out  as  far  as  possible.  The  boat  was  now  high- 
siding  past  the  guard  rail.  The  waves  exceeded 
four  feet,  and  the  water  continued  to  gush  in, 
slowly  rising  in  the  cockpit. 

We  were  immediately  panic-stricken.  The  blood 
in  my  veins  froze.  If  the  sails  were  not  lowered 
instantly,  there  was  an  immediate  danger  of  cap- 
sizing, but  to  lower  sails  in  a  wind  of  this  velocity 
was  inviting  certain  trouble.  What  could  we  do? 
From  the  corner  of  my  eye,  I  saw  Kathy  climb- 
ing onto  the  cockpit  cover.  I  was  seized  with  hor- 
ror. She  would  surely  fall  .  .  .  She  inched  her  way 
slowly  and  cautiously  along  the  starboard  side  of 
the  bow  deck.  Then  my  heart  skipped  a  beat  .  .  . 
she  slipped  but  managed  to  grab  the  gunnel  and 
pulled  herself  up.  Then  with  determination  she 
lay  face  down  on  the  deck  and  with  one  hand  on 
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the  gunnel,  she  reached  with  the  other  to  loosen 
the  snap  on  the  turn  buckle  which  would  release 
the  jib.  I  thought  her  hand  would  never  make  it 
.  .  .  The  first  one  was  off,  and  slowly  but  surely 
she  loosened  each  snap  from  the  forestay.  The 
jib  was  down !  Relief  .  .  . 

Having  observed  Kathy's  courage  in  the  face 
of  danger,  we  all  set  about  to  lower  the  main  and 
rnizzen  sails.  Unsure  of  our  footing  on  the  slippery 
decks,  we  crawled  along  to  the  bow.  Kathy  went 
below  to  find  some  buckets  with  which  to  bale 
out  the  cockpit.  Caroline  crept  to  the  stern  to 
loosen  the  rnizzen  sail  as  soon  as  I  had  lowered  the 
main.  I  had  forgotten  about  Jaye,  but  presumed 
her  helping  Kathy. 

I  uncoiled  the  main  sheet,  then  removed  the 
peg  from  the  eye  bolt.  One  by  one  the  slides 
slipped  off  the  track.  The  sail  had  swung  far 
over  to  the  port  side.  Then  without  any  warning, 
a  dazzling  flash  of  lightning  zigzagged  across  the 
sky.  It  was  followed  by  a  second.  The  boom — the 
mast — I  could  see  the  crack  beginning  in  the 
middle  of  the  mast.  Slowly  it  grew.  Where  were 
the  others?  Suddenly,  I  glanced  to  the  starboard 
— there!  clearly  silhoueted  by  another  flash  of 
lightning  was  Jaye,  slowly  creeping  along  the 
deck.  No  doubt  she  was  coming  to  help  me.  I 
screamed,  "Jaye — the  boom!"  It  was  too  late.  The 
boom  began  swinging  toward  her.  There  was  no 
escape.  I  twinged  as  I  heard  the  dull  thud  of  the 
boom  strike  her  head  and  felt  nauseated  at  the 
sight  of  her  toppling  overboard.  Unconsciously 
and  with  no  thought  of  fear,  I  lunged  for  Jaye 
and  will  be  everlastingly  thankful  for  the  un- 
known strength  that  comes  in  a  moment  of  crisis. 
With  a  firm  grasp  about  her  waist,  I  hauled  her 
back  into  the  cockpit  and  with  the  help  of  Kathy, 
we  took  her  down  to  the  hold.  Jaye  was  uncon- 
scious and  badly  bruised  about  the  face,  but  we 
made  her  as  comfortable  as  possible. 

Meanwhile  Caroline  had  managed  to  free  the 
rnizzen  sail,  and  it  seemed  that  we  were  out  of 
immediate  danger.  The  storm  was  abating.  We 
decided  to  set  off  flares  to  show  our  position  in 
the  hope  that  the  eight  o'clock  watch  would  come 
to  our  assistance. 

What  seemed  like  an  eternity  was  but  only  a 
few  hours  until  help  arrived.  Tears  welled  in  my 
eyes  as  the  rescue  boat  loomed  into  view,  its  bright 
light  focused  on  our  stricken  craft.  It  was  then 
that  I  knew  Jaye  would  be  in  safe  hands.  As  famil- 
iar faces  greeted  us  and  embracing  arms  enfolded 
us,  we  knew  despite  our  harrowing  experience,  a 
new  day  would  dawn  again. 

"Look  back  and  give  thanks.  Look  forward 
and  take  courage." 

Joy  McDiarmid, 
Grade  XI. 


PRE^f cT 


S.K. 


Initiation 

"Oh,  most  honourable  prefect!  I,  thy  most 
humble  servant,  do  bow  down  before  thee  in  deep- 
est reverence,  saying:  Allah,  Allah". 

October  28th  was  set  aside  in  the  life  of 
Balmoral  for  the  initiating  of  new  girls  into  this 
"worthy  institution".  New  girls  could  be  found 
everywhere,  often  on  their  knees  before  an  old 
girl,  exercising  the  dying  art  of  shoe  polishing. 
Equally  numerous,  so  it  seemed  to  the  new  girls, 
and  seemingly  everywhere,  were  these  honourable, 
upright,  worthy  citizens,  The  Prefects.  Down  we 
would  go  on  our  bruised  knees  .  .  .  "Allah,  Allah." 

As  the  day  wore  away,  so  did  our  knees  and 
shoe  polish.  The  highlight,  however,  came  at  8:00 
p.m.  when  new  girls  assembled  in  the  lower  cor- 
ridor in  the  required  costumes  for  this  occasion. 
Rabbits,  gypsies,  devils  and  the  strangest  characters 
with  swash-buckling  boots,  long  skirts  and  mous- 
taches, fell  into  line.  Thus  arrayed  we  paraded 
before  a  critical,  gloating  audience  of  old  girls 
assembled  in  the  gymnasium  and  finally  arrived  in 
two  long  lines,  and  chanted  these  our  carefully 
learned  phrases: — 

"Oh  honourable  prefects  and  venerable  old 
girls;  we,  thy  humble  new  girls  do  bow  down 
before  thee  and  crave  admittance  to  this  worthy 
institution."  There  followed  a  greeting  from  the 
Head  Girl,  Diane  Smith,  in  which  she  welcomed 
us  to  Balmoral  Hall. 

Top  entertainment  was  enjoyed  from  that  mo- 
ment on  amid  much  laughter  and  flashing  of 
cameras. 

Grade  Seven  acted  familiar  nursery  rhymes. 
Cleverly  presented  by  Grade  Eight  was  a  series  of 
scenes  in  which  they  made  us  guess  the  titles  of 
some  well-known  books  An  amusing  skit  followed 
with  Grade  Nine  portraying  Mr.  Thorsen  and  a 
beginners'  gymnastic  class.  Grade  Ten  excelled 
in  a  short  but  very  entertaining  melodrama  — 
"The  Lamp  Went  Out". 

Highlighting  the  evening  was  an  original  com- 
edy by  the  prefects  "Who  Stole  The  Ding-Dong?" 


15 


The  theme  was  taken  from  Dragnet  with  the  ap- 
propriate background  music.  The  play  was  a  take- 
off on  the  mysterious  disappearance,  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  year,  of  the  school's  hand  bell  and 
one  could  recognize  such  familiar  happenings  as 
the  climb  to  Miss  Lucas'  old  office.  The  final 
round  of  applause  was  well  deserved. 

No  party  is  complete  without  refreshments. 
Hot  dogs,  doughnuts  and  cold  drinks  were  soon 
consumed  before  the  evening  concluded  with  a 
sing-song. 

"Oh,  honourable  prefect,  we  thy  humble  ser- 
vants do  bow  down  before  thee  in  deepest  rever- 
ence saying:  Allah,  Allah,  be  praised  that  initia- 
tion is  over  and  that  it  comes  but  once  in  a  new 
girl's  life!'' 

P.  Brodie, 

Grade  X. 


An  Adventure 

Adventure — please,  what  is  adventure? 

I  am  sure  that  as  Hillary  and  his  small  party 
of  men  planted  firmly  a  little  flag  in  a  mound 
of  glaring  snow,  they  felt  exhilarated,  triumphant. 
They  had  their  reward  for  all  the  sacrifices  and 
dangers  through  which  they  had  passed.  This 
small  group  had  conquered  the  towering  giant — 
man  over  nature — conquering  the  elements!  .  .  . 
Is  this  adventure? 

As  an  unknown  lion  hunter  stealthily  stalks 
through  dense  jungle  growth,  he  must  feel  a  grow- 
ing tension,  a  tightening  of  all  his  muscles.  This 
feeling,  this  experience — ah,  we  have  touched  on 
it  finally,  but  wait,  when  at  last  the  whining  mis- 
sile furrows  into  that  fine,  glossy  forefront,  then 
the  thrill  is  even  greater.  He  also  has  conquered 
.  .  Is  this  adventure? 

Calmly  to  sail  or  tumultuously  to  ride  the 
waves,  to  feel  the  sharp  sting  of  salty  water,  to 
taste  the  tang  of  brine  on  one's  lips,  to  know  the 
waters  of  the  earth  as  a  mother  knows  her  child 
.  .  .  Ah !  thinks  the  sailor,  surely  this  is  adventure. 

But  I  beg  to  be  different.  To  me  it  is  a  great 
adventure  to  waken  early,  to  gaze  out  of  my  frost- 
patterned  pane  and  to  see  a  glistening  new  world. 
The  trees,  overnight  have  become  lacy  with  a 
fluffy  haze  and  over  there  the  stream,  still  run- 
ning, shivers  through  its  heaping  banks.  The  sun 
sprinkles  the  snow  with  gold  dust.  All  is  serene. 

To  me  it  is  a  great  adventure  to  find  some- 
thing new  to  like  in  a  close  friend,  some  little 
quality  that  lets  itself  be  known  only  occasionally 
but  is  remembered  frequently. 

And,  oh,  the  thrill  of  delving  into  the  works 
of  some  literary  mind!  How  small  the  world  of  a 
person  unacquainted  with  Steinbeck,  Leacock, 
Hemingway,  Cronin  and  other  fine  authors. 


I  love  to  walk,  alone,  on  a  cool  evening,  gaz- 
ing at  the  velvet-black  sky,  studded  with  occasion- 
al stars.  The  eerie  feeling  of  awe  creeps  up  my 
spine  when  I  hear  the  soft  soughing  of  the  neigh- 
bouring trees. 

What  made  that  tree  there,  so  grotesque  and 
deformed?  Why,  in  the  night,  does  it  look  so  like 
a  huge  monster  ? 

What  made  me? 

Why  is  it  so  dark,  now  ? 

The  answers  are  in  the  moisture  of  the  dewy 
grass,  in  the  chirping  of  distant  frogs,  in  the 
gloriously  arrayed  heavens  around  us !  This  realiza- 
tion of  the  presence  and  power  of  God  is  the 
greatest  of  adventures. 

Anthea  Dykes, 
Grade  XI. 


The  Lucky  Charm 

There  was  a  very  mysterious,  broken-down  hut 
sitting  in  the  centre  of  the  bayou  which  always 
was  surrounded  by  a  green  mist.  The  village 
people  said  it  was  where  a  witch  lived  but  most 
thought  it  was  a  legend.  Gran'ma  Jones,  the  town's 
oldest  citizen,  found  a  baby  she  adopted  there. 
Now,  the  baby  was  a  young  iady  with  long,  blond 
hair  and  blue  eyes.  She  was  named  Lou  Anne. 
Though  Gran'ma  denies  it,  she  looked  very  much 
like  Molly  Peters,  the  woman  who  disappeared 
into  the  swamp  many  years  ago. 

Lou  Anne  loved  to  go  paddling,  by  herself, 
through  the  bayou,  so  since  this  was  a  day  too  hot 
for  working  she  took  the  dugout  and  headed 
towards  the  swamp's  interior.  Everyone  in  town 
was  afraid  to  enter  this  part  but  it  strangely  attract- 
ed Lou,  as  if  someone  she  knew  dwelled  there. 
As  she  skimmed  over  the  water  listening  to  the 
birds  sing,  she  noticed  the  mist  surrounding  the 
hut  had  cleared,  and  to  her  surprise  a  woman  was 
standing  in  front  of  it.  She  was  in  her  early  forties, 
a  little  on  the  plump  side  and  had  a  kindly  face. 
Despite  her  age,  Lou  noticed  that  her  hair  was  very 
blond  and  her  eyes  truly  blue.  Just  then,  the 
woman  noticed  Lou  and  entered  her  hut  before 
the  young  girl  had  an  opportunity  to  speak. 

When  Lou  got  home,  she  was  punished  for 
going  into  the  bayou  instead  of  doing  her  work. 
Gran'ma  often  punished  Lou  Anne  because,  it 
seemed,  she  wanted  a  servant  not  a  daughter. 

Alone  in  her  room,  Lou  had  time  to  think  but 
she  continually  caught  herself  staring  at  the  lucky 
charm  she  found  in  the  bayou.  She  jumped  up! 
That  doll  had  blond  hair  and  blue  eyes  too.  Why 
did  it  resemble  her  so  much?  Why  did  the  witch 
she  saw  in  the  bayou  today  look  so  much  like  a 
normal  person?  There  was  only  one  way  to  find 
the  answers  to  those  questions:  wait  till  dark  and 
go  to  the  marsh. 
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The  canoe  skimmed  softly  over  the  water  as 
Lou  paddled.  The  moon  gave  a  cold  hard  light 
to  the  surroundings  but  a  strange  force  urged  her 
on.  As  she  approached  the  hut,  the  moon  slipped 
under  a  cloud  plunging  the  scene  into  darkness. 
Lou  Anne  stepped  out  of  the  canoe,  walked 
towards  the  house  and  pushed  the  door  open. 
Creak !  the  hinges  needed  oiling.  In  the  hut,  there 
was  a  single  candle  burning  which  filled  the  room 
with  an  eerie  light.  The  shelves  on  the  walls  were 
filled  with  dolls  exactly  like  Lou's  lucky  charm. 
A  door  across  the  room  opened  and  a  startling 
voice  said,  "What  are  you  doing  here?" 

"N-n-nothing,"  shuddered  Lou.  She  could  see 
the  woman's  face  clearly  now.  It  was  a  kind  face 
with  loving  eyes.  "I  just  came  to  see  if  you  could 
help  me." 

"Help  you?  With  what?  Do  you  want  a  doll?" 
the  woman  asked. 

"No,  I  want  some  answers.  You  see,  I  came  here 
this  afternoon  and  saw  you."  Lou  told  the  woman 
the  story  and  as  she  did  the  woman's  face  lit  up. 

She  chuckled  to  herself  and  then  said,  "Lou 
Anne,  I  am  your  mother.  My  name  is  Molly 
Peters.  I  abandoned  you  in  the  marsh  when  you 
were  a  year  old  hoping  someone  nice  would  find 
you,  but  I  see  Gran'ma  Jones  is  cruel.  The  doll,  I 
made  as  an  image  of  you,  when  I  saw  you  paddling 
through  the  bayou.  You  must  keep  that !  It  is  the 
luckiest  charm  you  could  ever  own!  By  bringing 
you  to  me  it  has  shown  that  it  will  lead  you 
through  life." 

"Where  is  my  father?"  asked  Lou. 

"He  died  many  years  ago,  That's  why  I  moved 
here,"  answered  her  mother. 

"Mother,  can't  I  stay  here  with  you?"  pleaded 
Lou. 

"No,  it's  better  the  way  it  is  but  you  must 
always  remember  the  secret  of  the  charm,"  she 
answered  and  then  added  briskly,  "but  now  you 
must  go.  It  will  soon  be  dawn." 

Elizabeth  Kilgour, 
Grade  IX. 


And  the  Clock  Struck  Twelve 

Last  night  I  woke  up  just  as  the  first  stroke 
of  twelve  echoed  through  the  house.  I  sat  up, 
dazed,  but  when  all  that  remained  of  yesterday 
were  memories  I  became  aware  of  a  low  murmur. 
It  seemed  to  come  from  my  sister's  room  so  I 
tiptoed  down  the  hall.  I  paused  at  her  door  and 
looked  in. 

It  was  as  if  she  had  never  left  on  that  fateful 
holiday.  It  seemed  as  if  she  would  come  dashing 
up  the  stairs  in  a  minute  or  two,  her  hair  flying 
and  her  eyes  shining,   begging  me  to  run  down 


and  play  a  set  of  tennis  with  her.  No,  I  reminded 
myself,  Cindy  was  dead.  Cindy  would  never  again 
come  gaily  in,  twenty  minutes  late  for  dinner, 
hurriedly  apologize,  and  then  tell  us  breathlessly 
of  a  hamburger  fry  or  of  a  new  record.  She  would 
never  again  come  into  my  room  early  in  the  morn- 
ing to  tell  wide-eyed  me  all  about  the  dance  or 
the  party  at  Pat's. 

The  sight  that  greeted  my  eyes  was  a  pleasant 
one.  (It  was  a  room  which  evidently  belonged  to 
a  girl.)  As  I  gazed,  my  eyes  roaming  over  all  the 
familiar  objects,  I  became  conscious  of  voices.  They 
seemed  to  be  arguing  about  something.    I  listened. 

"If  you  think  you  were  important  to  Cindy, 
then  what  do  you  think  she  thought  of  me?  Just 
because  she  read  you  a  little  more  often  ..."  I 
glanced  over  to  the  bookcase  to  see  two  well-worn 
books  fairly  vibrating.  The  one  on  the  left  spoke: 
"Maybe  so,  but  if  it  comes  to  that  neither  one 
of  us  was  really  that  important  to  her.  She  didn't 
take  us  with  her  on  the  trip."  Here  the  voice  grew 
sad  and  wistful.  "Instead  she  took  those  new 
novels." 

"She  left  us  here  in  her  shoe  bag,  but  we  don't 
mind,"  chorused  two  voices,  very  much  alike. 
"Remember  the  time  we  sneaked  out  and  slept  on 
the  terrace  and  it  started  to  rain?  Oh,  we've  had 
some  wonderful  times  together,  we  have!"  and  the 
voices  broke  into  gales  of  laughter.  It  was  Cindy's 
old  slippers,  the  ones  Aunt  Helene  gave  her  the 
Christmas  she  was  twelve. 

"The  last  night  she  was  home  she  broke  my 
back,"  sobbed  a  loafer  all  doubled  up  in  one  cor- 
ner. "We've  had  fun  together  too,  but  she  threw 
me  at  her  vanity,  yelling  something  about  how 
childish  her  room  looked.  I  couldn't  help  it.  Why 
did  she  take  it  out  on  me?  That's  all  I'd  like  to 
know.  And  now  I've  started  this  I  might  as  well 
finish  it.  I  think  maybe  it  is  best  that  she  died." 
I  gasped  but  he  continued.  "She  was  running 
around  with  entirely  the  wrong  kind  of  people 
and  her  parents  would  have  been  horrified  if  they 
had  known." 

No  one  moved  for  maybe  a  minute  or  so  then 
a  muffled  voice  came  from  under  the  bed.  "I 
don't  think  you're  being  very  fair  and  anyway, 
let's  let  bygones  be  bygones.  Besides,  you  should 
talk  about  being  unlucky.  I've  been  under  this 
bed  for  nearly  a  year  now.  I  haven't  seen  daylight 
since  the  day  she  left."  I  got  down  on  my  knees, 
curious  as  to  who  had  stood  up  for  Cindy.  It 
was  the  pink  floppy  dog  she  always  kept  on  her 
bed. 

"And  me,"  cried  a  shrill  unmusical  voice,  "I 
wish  somebody  would  hurry  up  and  use  me.  High 
priced  perfume  should  be  used,  not  just  left  here 
to  evaporate." 

"I  still  think  it  was  mean  of  her  not  to  take 
me,"  sniffed  a  haughty  voice  from  the  wardrobe. 
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"After  all,  I  was  practically  new." 

"She  didn't  even  take  me,"  a  tired-sounding 
voice  added.  "She  wore  me  for  years,  but  when 
:>he  met  that  girl,  she  bought  that  shocking  pink- 
coloured  thing."  This  was  from  Cindy's  quilted 
dressing-gown  which  was  thrown  carelessly  over 
the  pink  chair  in  the  corner.  At  first  I  wondered 
at  the  hint  of  contempt  in  the  voice  when  it  spoke 
of  "that  girl." 

Then  I  remembered  something  that  hurt  some- 
where away  inside.  I  remembered  that  awful  night 
when  Cindy  had  brought  one  of  her  new  friends 
to  dinner.  Sherrie  had  worn  a  low-cut  black  dress 
that  was  quite  out  of  place  in  the  homey,  comfort- 
able atmosphere  of  our  home.  The  next  day  Cindy 
and  Mother  had  gone  on  a  shopping  trip.  Cindy 
came  home  with  a  maximum  of  new  clothes  plus 
a  vaguely  triumphant  air.  Mother  seemed  disap- 
pointed and  frowned  when  Cindy  began  to  chat 
enthusiastically  about  the  new  clothes  she  had 
bought.  I  remember  hearing  Mother  and  Dad 
talking  together  at  night.  I  remembered  how  the 
tennis  games  and  early  morning  confidences  had 
suddenly  stopped.  I  remembered  certain  little 
shows  of  wilfulness  and  temper  that  had  upset 
our  normally  happy-family  life.  I  remembered  how 
that  many  of  the  little  things  which  Cindy  used 
to  do  had  ceased.  I  remembered  that  outburst  of 
the  long  forgotten  loafer. 

All  of  a  sudden  I  realized  that  the  floor  was 
cold  and  I  shivered. 

Shirley  Donaldson, 
Grade  VIII. 


The  Robber's  Fancy 

It  was  indeed  a  busy  and  wealthy  clothing 
store.  Daily  came  the  rich  and  the  poor — trying, 
fitting,  arguing,  mauling,  some  with  a  tranquil 
smile  of  a  chore  well-done  and  others  reluctant  to 
reach  into  their  pockets.  All  was  seen  and  reflected 
by  five  stately  mirrors. 

Then  one  night  when  all  was  dark,  there  came 
a  muffled  clang  followed  by  the  click  of  a  lock 
and  in  stepped  a  slouched  figure  carrying  under 
his  arm  a  black  bag  and  in  his  hand  a  wrench. 
Cautiously  he  moved  among  the  counters  and  racks 
until  seeing  the  dark  cash  register  he  moved  more 
quickly  and  carelessly  stepped  on  an  object  which 
broke  under  his  foot.  Cursing  himself  he  stopped 
to  listen  for  any  sounds.  Then  he  heard  it.  At 
first  it  was  a  low  murmur  and  then  came  a  peal 
of  laughter  followed  by  more  murmurs.  With  a 
beating  heart  and  frightened  eyes  he  listened  and 
there  in  the  dark  he  heard  the  most  unusual  of 
conversations. 


"Snoopy,  don't  tell  me  you  really  laughed  at 
that  dumpy  old  woman,"  chided  a  motherly  voice. 

"Indeed  I  did!'  retorted  Snoopy,  reflecting  the 
motherly  mirror  such  a  glare  that  she  was  taken 
aback.  "Indeed  I  laughed  so  hard  my  sides  almost 
split  and  that  made  her  figure  even  worse.  It  was 
like  looking  at  a  mirror  in  one  of  the  circus  side- 
shows. I  know  because  I  saw  Smirk  laugh!" 

"You  have,  indeed,  have  you!"  bellowed  Smirk, 
"I'll  show  you!" 

"Now,  now,  really  you  mustn't  argue  like 
that.  After  all,  the  dumpy  one  did  look  like  a 
scream.  However,  I  have  seen  worse  in  my  day." 
The  speaker  was  a  cracked  wrinkly  mirror  wheez- 
ing with  age  and  delivering  a  condensed  lecture 
with  the  air  of  an  orator.  His  aging  woodwork 
showed  signs  of  wanting  varnish  and  the  legs  were 
likewise  stiff  with  mirrorism.  Now,  exhausted  with 
his  speech,  he  sank  back  against  the  wall  and 
viewed  his  young  friends  with  wise  glances. 

"Tell  me,  Snoopy,  what  kind  of  dress  did  the 
dumpy  one  have  on?"  inquired  a  lean,  mirror 
called  Gossip.  "If  it  was  an  extremely  tasteless  one 
I  should  like  to  tell  my  friend  What  about  it." 

"Ah,  you  old  fiend,"  grinned  Snoopy,  "as 
though  you  didn't  notice.  It  was  orange  with  red 
stripes  blending  perfectly  with  her  complexion.  I 
guess  that  covers  it. 

"So  it  does,"  retorted  Gossip  bending  towards 
her  half-deaf  friend,  What,  and  reciting  the  de- 
scription like  a  parrot. 

"This  session  has  been  long  enough,"  chided 
the  motherly  voice,  "I  think  we  should  retire,  that 
is  to  bed." 

With  those  words  they  obediently  stiffened 
and  became  serene,  leaving  the  would-be  robber 
musing  over  his  fancy. 

Signe  Salzberg, 

Grade  VIII. 


LABOR  ATOM 
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THE   OPENING 


The  Formal  Opening 

Words  do  not  really  convey  the  significance  of 
a  moment  such  as  an  opening  ceremony  any  more 
than  does  a  picture  but  for  the  sake  of  history  this 
great  moment  should  be  recorded. 

December  20th,  1955  and  the  School,  the  whole 
school  is  alive  with  excitement.  Examinations  are 
just  over,  classrooms  have  been  specially  tidied, 
and  fitting  decorations  suggest  the  Christmas 
season.  The  new  building  is  very  new  today  — 
it  is  spotless  —  it  shines.  Clusters  of  holly 
brighten  the  notice  boards,  add  colour  to  the  green 
plants  at  the  entrance,  and  can  be  found  in  the 
oddest  place.  Scissors,  gold  scissors  with  holly 
attached  are  ready  for  the  moment  when  the 
ribbon  will  be  cut. 

2:30  o'clock  and  into  the  darkened  hall  with 
only  the  lights  from  the  Christmas  trees  to  give 
atmosphere,  process  the  students  singing  The  First 
Nowell.  Very  real  is  the  Christmas  story  as  it  is 
read,  and  acted,  accompanied  by  the  choir  and 
school.  Very  real  is  the  spirit  of  Christmas  as  the 
curtain  closed  on  the  final  tableau. 

3:30  o'clock  and  very  real  is  the  spirit  of 
Thanksgiving  as  the  students  join  in  the  School 
Prayer.  As  a  conclusion  to  the  Christmas  Service 
and  as  a  part  of  the  opening  ceremony  Archbishop 


Barfoot  offered  a  prayer  of  dedication  and  the 
Benediction.  Then  following  the  choir,  His  Grace 
and  Dr.  Lockhart  lead  the  many  distinguished 
guests  to  the  new  building  where  Dr.  Lockhart 
cut  the  ribbon  and  declared  the  building  officially 
opened. 

Words  are  not  adequate  but  this  was  indeed  a 
very  great  and  memorable  moment. 


Do  You  Remember? 

As  a  result  of  our  new  building  not  being  com- 
pleted when  we  returned  to  School  in  September, 
we  took  classes  in  temporary  rooms  for  two 
months.  Grade  Seven,  Eight,  and  Twelve  re- 
mained in  the  junior  school,  while  Grades  Nine, 
Ten  and  Eleven  went  to  the  Red  House.  It  was 
the  latter  who  shivered  between  houses,  and  who 
found  much  distraction  in  their  temporary  quar- 
ters. 

Grade  Nine  and  Miss  McLean  were  poured  into 
the  abandoned  Grade  Two  and  Three  Room  where 
the  cubic  feet  of  air  per  pupil  was  at  a  low  level 
and  the  area  of  the  room  simply  meant  that  all 
were  at  each  others'  elbows.  Mrs.  Vaughan  took 
over  Grade  Ten  in  the  former  Home  Economics 
Room.    It  was  larger  but  such  enticing  objects  as 
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mirror,  piano,  and  refrigerator  served  as  pleasant 
non-academic  decor. 

Grade  Eleven  established  itself  in  the  subter- 
ranean Science  Laboratory,  and  occasionally  were 
distracted  from  surrounding  biology  specimens  to 
peer  towards  the  teacher  at  the  front  of  the  room. 

"What's  she  talking  about?" 

"I  don't  know,  I  can't  even  see  her,"  -  were 
typical  student  conversations. 

For  a  study  period,  one  either  picked  up  one's 
bug-ridden  books  and  migrated  to  the  back  by  the 
goldfish,  or  sat  in  the  trunk-room  to  do  home- 
work, happily  dangling  feet  in  a  laundry  basket. 
At  one  time,  Grade  Eleven  was  menaced  by  a 
bulldozer  which  threatened  to  join  us  for  an 
English  class. 

However  Friday,  November  11th  was  declared 
Moving  Day.  Piece  by  piece  and  desk  by  desk  we 
moved  to  our  new  quarters  and  then  we  helped 
to  move  the  Lab.  Miss  Sharman's  prize  boulders 
were  soon  removed,  more  care  was  given  the 
skulls,  and  bones,  and  still  more  for  the  livestock. 
Then  it  was  a  bottle  brigade  —  cartons  and  car- 
tons of  bottles.  This  was  followed  by  "Handle 
With  Care"  Acids  whose  carriers  made  a  solemn 
procession  but  arrived  intact.  At  the  end  of  that 
day  the  room  little  resembled  our  clean  and  well- 
arranged  Laboratory. 


Actually  it  was  not  long  before  everything  was 
in  order,  and  we  satisfied  our  curiosity  with  an 
inspection  of  all  our  shining  new  rooms. 

B.  Dougall, 
Grade  XL 

New  Art  Studio 

Never  before  has  Balmoral  Hall  had  an  Art 
Studio  —  a  room  specially  and  entirely  for  art, 
crafts  and  weaving.  Before  I  tell  you  about  this 
new  studio  listen  to  our  Art  efforts  while  in  tem- 
porary quarters.  Supplies  were  kept  in  the  laundry 
room  in  cupboard  —  drawings  were  piled  on  top. 
There  just  wasn't  any  other  place  because  all  space 
was  used  for  classes.  We  took  turns  carrying  the 
supply  box  back  and  forth  and  between  classes,  we 
had  no  access  to  our  unfinished  paintings  and 
drawings. 

But  now  —  we  have  a  Studio.  We  have  a  place 
for  all  our  equipment.  Our  drawings  are  there  — 
some  of  them  hang  for  all  to  see — we  learn  from 
others  what  to  do  and  what  not  to  do.  When  in- 
spired to  work  and  we  have  free  time  we  go  to  the 
studio.  Our  unfinished  effort  calls,  and  everything 
is  at  our  fingertip.  It  is  not  a  large  room  and  we 
badly  need  a  sink  in  it  but  for  those  of  us  who 
like  to  draw  it  makes  our  new  school  complete  for 
the  Artist. 

An  Art  Student 


THE    ART    STUDIO 
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In  the  Library 

In  the  library  on  Thirty-second  Avenue,  an  old 
man   was    sitting    at    one   of  the   tables    reading. 

"What  are  you  about?"  the  old  man  heard  a 
dull  voice  ask.  He  looked  around  and  saw  no  one. 

"I  am  about  a  jewel  robbery,"  said  an  excited 
voice. 

The  old  man  looked  at  a  shelf  where  the 
librarian  had  just  placed  a  new  book  called  "The 
Vanishing  Rubies.'  Could  the  books  possibly  be 
talking  to  each  other?  He  began  to  listen  more 
closely. 

"I  hope  you  are  exciting,"  said  the  first  voice. 
"I  am  not.  I  am  called  'The  Stolen  Chair',  and  I 
have  been  sitting  on  this  shelf  for  over  a  year 
without  anyone  reading  me.  This  morning  I  heard 
them  talking  about  throwing  me  out!" 

"I  don't  know  why  people  bother  with  you 
mystery  stories.  I  think  that  stories  like  mine  are 
nicer,"  laughed  a  gay  voice.  "My  name  is  'Heidi', 
and  all  children  like  my  pleasant  tale." 

"That's  all  very  well  for  children,  but  I  am  a 
much  more  useful  book,"  said  a  scholarly  voice. 
"Everyone  should  read  me.  I  am  about  English 
history  from  the  reign  of  Alfred  the  Great  to  that 
of  Queen  Victoria." 

"I  don't  see  why  people  should  waste  their  time 
reading  you,"  giggled  another  voice.  "My  name 
is  'Parlour  Games  for  Young  and  Old',  and  many 
people  have  enjoyed  reading  me  and  following  my 
advice." 

"If  you  want  enjoyment,"  remarked  a  cheerful 
voice,  "you  should  read  me.  My  name  is  'Ten 
Sixty-six  and  All  That.'  I  am  also  a  history  book, 
but  I  make  everyone  who  reads  me  laugh." 

"Practically  everyone  who  reads  me  cries.  I 
have  such  a  sad  taie  to  tell  about  a  horse  named 
'Black  Beauty',"  said  an  unhappy  voice  that  came 
from  a  shiny  black-covered  book. 

"Alas!  Mine  is  also  a  sad  tale,"  whispered  a 
romantic  voice  from  a  leather-bound  copy  of 
"Romeo  and  Juliet."  "What  could  be  sadder  than 
to  have  both  the  lovers  die  at  the  end  of  the 
story!" 

"Still,  we  sad  stories  are  very  popular,"  said 
"Black  Beauty."  "Your  cover  is  nearly  falling  off, 
'Romeo  and  Juliet.' 

"What  makes  you  think  you  are  so  popular, 
'Black  Beauty'?"  asked  a  young  girl's  voice  with 
an  English  accent  from  a  book  called  "Alice  in 
Wonderland."  "Your  cover  is  very  new  and 
shiny." 

"Only  a  week  ago  my  cover  was  in  just  as 
poor  shape  as  yours  is,  Alice,"  answered  "Black 
Beauty,"  "but  I  have  just  come  from  the  book- 
binders. Because  your  cover  is  so  worn  you  will 
probably  be  sent  to  the  repair  shop  soon." 


'Tm  so  glad!"  exclaimed  Alice.  "I  was  begin- 
ning to  wonder  what  the  children  would  do  if 
I  became  too  worn  out  to  use." 

"Stop  it  this  minute!"  shouted  an  angry  voice 
above  the  sound  of  a  cat  and  dog  fight. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you?"  asked  the  new 
book,  "The  Vanishing  Rubies." 

"I  guess  my  name  will  tell  you,"  answered  the 
angry  voice.  "It  is  'Thirteen  Black  Cats  Are  Un- 
lucky, Especially  if  you  have  a  Dog'." 

"Mr.  Jenkins,  you  have  been  sitting  there  for 
nearly  an  hour.  Would  you  like  me  to  help  you 
find  you  a  book  ?  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  read, 
'The  Stolen  Chair'." 

Mr.  Jenkins  looked  up  and  saw  the  librarian 
standing  beside  him,  "No,  thank  you!"  he  an- 
swered hurriedly.  "I  believe  I'd  rather  read  'The 
Vanishing  Rubies'." 

Margaret  Buchanan, 
Grade  VIII. 

Ode  to  the  Home — Eccers 

The  Home  Economics  Students 

To  the  Latineers  did  say, 

'It  would  indeed  be  an  honour 

To  feed  you  lunch  Tuesday.' 

They  assured  us  with  alacrity, 

'We  promise  you  won't  die' 

We  ate  the  lunch  and  to  the  girls — ■ 

This  is  our  reply — 

'If  what  you  baked  for  us  today 

Is  what  you  always  cook, 

We    Latineers    sincerely   wish 

It  were  Home  Ec.  we  took. 

The  celery  soup  was  delicious 

The  Waldorf — really  good — 

Those  egg-nogs  tasted  wonderful, 

The  meringues — just  like  they  should. 

'Birds'   to  Latin  endings — 

And  conjugated  verbs — 

We  would  really  like  to  know 

How  to  cook  with  herbs. 

And  so  we  all  to  you  do  say 

For  what  you  did  for  us  today, 

"We  salute  you  salutamus 

Thank  you  gratias  agimus.' 

Judy  Bonnycastle, 
Grade  X. 

Snow 

Oh  my  goodness  what  deep  snow ! 
How  to  get  through  I  just  don't  know. 
But  spring  is  coming  this  I  know 
And  before  too  long  the  bulbs  will  show. 

Suzanne  Riley, 
Grade  VII. 
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The  Conversation  in  the  Shoe  Bag 

In  Mary  Jane's  bedroom  hung  a  pretty  blue 
shoe  bag.  There  were  many  pairs  of  shoes  inside 
it  which  were  either  her  sister's  or  her  own.  One 
day  as  Mary  Jane  was  about  to  enter  her  room, 
she  heard  low  voices  coming  from  within.  She 
paused,  put  her  ear  to  the  keyhole,  and  listened. 

"My,  I  am  absolutely  exhausted!"  said  a  rather 
old  pair  of  saddle  shoes.  "All  morning  I  was 
walked  through  the  village  by  some  human. 
People  certainly  do  not  have  any  consideration  for 
me!" 

"I  can  understand  your  point  of  view,"  said 
a  brand  new  pair  of  party  slippers,  "but  I  am 
feeling  blue  because  I  haven't  been  worn  once,  and 
all  I  do  is  sit  here  day  after  day  alone  while  the 
rest  of  you  are  being  worn  and  praised  by  other 
people.  It's  a  sad  life  I  lead  but  maybe  I'll  get 
my  chance  some  day." 

"My  life  is  a  happy  one,"  chimed  in  the  bed- 
room slippers.  "I  am  treated  very  nicely  and  I 
lead  a  comfortable  life.  One  night  the  girl  who 
uses  me  had  some  friends  here  to  stay  over  night 
with  her.  I  met  many  new  friends.  I  would  not 
trade  places  with  any  of  you." 

"Yes,  I  agree,"  replied  a  pretty  pair  of  flat 
slippers.  "You  must  lead  a  comfortable  life  but 
I  believe  I  have  much  more  fun  and  excitement. 
I  have  visited  some  very  interesting  places  and 
also  I  have  been  in  some  embarrassing  situations. 
One  day  I  had  to  get  up  in  front  of  a  huge  group 
while  some  person  gave  a  lecture  on  a  subject  of 
which  I  knew  nothing.  It  can  be  very  embarrassing 
in  front  of  strangers." 

"Some  of  your  stories  are  sad,  others  are  not," 
said  a  pair  of  loafing  shoes,  "but  I  cannot  under- 
stand why  all  of  you  worry  about  such  little  things. 
I  just  take  life  easy  and  do  whatever  comes  my 
way.  It  is  much  easier  to  just  loaf  than  to  worry 
about  things  all  the  time,  as  some  of  the  rest  of 
you  do." 

"You  might  think  you  lead  a  very  relaxed  life," 
said  a  fancy  pair  of  pumps,  "but  I  prefer  to  get 
out  into  the  world  and  learn  something.  I  have 
visited  many  places.  One  particular  place  I  visited 
the  people  talked  so  differently  that  I  couldn't 
even  understand  them." 

"Silly,  you  were  probably  in  China  Town,"  the 
bedroom  slippers  said  in  a  saucy  voice. 

Just  at  this  point  Mary  Jane's  sister  came  storm- 
ing into  the  house  and  started  arguing  with  Mary 
Jane.  The  bedroom  door  opened  but  before  Mary 
Jane  could  quiet  her  sister  the  shoes  had  stopped 
talking.  To  this  day  she  is  not  sure  who  had  been 
talking  in  the  bedroom. 

Jari-Lynn  Cernohlavek, 
Grade  VIII. 


Summer 

Summer  is  a  dear  young  girl 

Who,  tripping  through  the  daisies 

Watches  as  the  buds  unfurl 

And  wonders  at  their  beauty. 

She  walks  alone  at  still  of  morn 

And  sings  with  all  the  birds, 

Creates  anew  small  drops  of  dew 

And  crowns  a  lowly  thorn. 

This  carefree  child  is  the  youth  of  life 

Who  wonders  and  questions  all. 

Yet  there's  no  trouble  or  pain  or  strife, 

To  furrow  the  smooth  young  brow — 

Would  years  could  pass  for  the  gentle  lass 

Like  the  carefree  summertime ! 

Lyn  Stephen,  Grade  XI. 

Canada 

Vincent  Massey  once  said  that  all  Canadians 
should  be  able  to  say:  "I  believe  in  Canada  with 
pride  in  her  past,  belief  in  her  present,  and  faith 
in  her  future."  What  is  Canada,  that  we  believe 
in  her,  and  have  faith  and  pride  in  her? 

Canada  is  the  lifeblood  of  ancient  pioneers 
pouring  into  great-grand  children  a  heritage  in 
rusty  phrases  .  .  .  hot-headed  young  men  urging 
rebellion  in  tense  meetings  to  change  history  .  .  . 
a  lone  airplane  dropping  supplies  to  an  isolated 
habitant  .  .  .  long  shafts  of  light  that  turn  and 
swing  around  gloomy  prehistoric  forest  trunks  .  .  . 
warmth  stealing  into  frostbitten  hands  over  a  pot- 
bellied stove  ...  a  knot  of  men  repairing  boats 
at  a  tundra  outpost  .  .  .  the  Union  Jack  waving 
over  a  memorial  plaque  .  .  . 

The  noise  of  small  musclemen  playing  cow- 
boys and  Indians  with  spaceguns  ...  a  wild  hoc- 
key game  with  a  cold,  enthusiastic  crowd  .  .  .  im- 
migrants struggling  with  "th"  and  "w"  ...  re- 
splendent Mounties  posing  for  tourists  in  the  bril- 
liant mountain  country  .  .  .  pastel  stucco  houses 
with  family  washings  flapping  in  the  back-yards 
...  a  dominant  thunderbird  on  a  Vancouver  totem 
pole  gazing  moodily  out  to  sea  .  .  .  awestruck 
Eskimos  lining  a  tiny  northern  hospital  for  vaccin- 
ations .  .  .  open  cars  gracing  the  lakeshores  of 
Erie  and  Ontario  .  .  . 

Ocean  liners  on  the  Great  Lakes,  dwarfing  the 
waterfronts  ...  a  grubby-faced  child  and  a  white- 
haired  gentleman  looking  at  a  museum  buffalo 
with  equal  sadness  .  .  .  boom  towns  springing  up 
in  Quebec  iron  ore  country  .  .  .  the  air  of  freedom 
about  a  bareheaded,  contented  man  standing  in 
a  sunlit  church  .  .  .  cheerful  coffee  break  for 
hopeful  diplomats  .  .  . 

So  many  little  things  go  together  to  make  a 
life  a  Canadian  loves.  Each  generation  instills  in 
the  next,  the  pride,  faith,  and  strength  in  their 
nation  which  marks  a  Canadian. 

Brenda  Dougall,  Grade  XL 
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The  King's  Magic  Brew 


The  fairy  queen  was  lost !  Gone  with  the  snow 
and  the  sunset,  all  the  fairies  said.  The  wisest  man 
in  fairyland  could  not  even  think  himself  why 
Titania  had  left  or  rather  disappeared  on  the  day 
before  her  birthday.  Maugli  himself,  Titania's  hus- 
band, was  desperately  working  up  a  brew  that  was 
supposed  to  bring  any  fairy  back,  from  wherever 
they  had  disappeared  to,  in  at  least  seven  days. 

Soon  he  had  finished  and  the  whole  castle 
was  aglow  with  happy  little  fairies  who  expected 
to  see  their  queen  in  at  least  seven  days. 

The  king  was  talking  to  the  wiseman  and  the 
wiseman  was  talking  to  the  fairy  grown-ups  Jnd 
the  fairy  grown-ups  were  talking  to  the  fairy  chil- 
dren who  sat  on  the  floor  of  the  fairy  houses  tel- 
ling their  fairy  dolls  and  their  fairy  dolls,  thank 
goodness,  remained  quiet. 

The  wise  man  decided  that  each  clan  of  fairies 
should  spend  one  day  looking  for  the  fairy  queen 
in  case  the  fairy  brew  did  not  work.  The  first  day 
was  given  to  the  Spring  fairies  who  consisted  of 
Rain  Fairies,  Dew  Fairies  and  Bird  Fairies.  The 
second  day  was  for  the  Summer  Fairies;  of  Flower 


Fairies,  Fruit  Fairies  and  Tree  Fairies.  The  third 
day  for  the  Autumn  Fairies;  or  Leaf  Fairies,  Grass 
Fairies  and  Dust  Fairies.  Then  the  fourth  day  was 
given  to  the  Winter  Fairies  who  were  Snow 
Fairies,  Frost  Fairies  and  Ice  Fairies.  The  last  three 
days  were  left  for  just  a  general  search. 

The  days  were  all  well  spent  and  the  whole 
of  fairyland  was  searched  but  no  Queen  Titania 
was  found. 

On  the  seventh  day  at  sunset  there  was  a  loud 
bang  and  suddenly  everything  was  very  dark  and 
still.  Then  it  was  light  again  and  everybody 
seemed  to  be  normal,  all  the  fairy  workers  were 
out  in  their  fields,  mothers  were  at  home  with 
babies,  and  back  in  the  palace  the  queen  was  hav 
ing  her  favourite  lunch:  chicken  a  la  king  with 
peas  and  carrots  and  vanilla  ice-cream  with  marsh- 
mallow  and  chocolate  sauce! 

To  this  day  no  one  knows,  not  one  fairy,  how 
the  funny  brew  worked.  But  one  thing  they  do 
know  is  that  seven  is  their  lucky  number ! 

Nora  Baker, 
Grade  V. 
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TRAVEL  AND  EDUCATION  AS 
SEEN  BY  GRADE  IV 

The  Editor  regrets  that  there  was  too  little 
space  for  all  your  carefully  written  articles  but  we 
acknowledge  the  following: 

Eskimo    Friends    by    Lily    Jewel    Swaffield 

Tour  of  Scotland  by  Margaret  Chant 

A  Visit  to  France  by  Dell  Wilson 

A  Trip  to  the  Laurentians  by  Kathleen  Curry 

My  Trip  to  Cuba  by  Judy  Rothwell 


each.  Sometimes  these  coolies  who  do  the  hard 
work  do  not  usually  wear  shoes  but  when  the  roads 
are  very  hot  they  cover  their  feet  with  a  piece  of 
sacking. 

These  are  some  of  the  interesting  things  I  re- 
member about  my  home  in  India. 

Susan  Stewart-Smith, 
Grade  IV. 


Rose  Hall  in  Jamaica 


Susan  in  India 

When  I  was  in  India  I  lived  in  a  large  town 
called  Madras.  I  went  to  St.  Ursula's  Convent 
School.  I  left  home  early  in  the  morning  and  we 
had  Prayers  in  the  open  air.  They  call  grades  stand- 
ards and  I  was  in  the  fourth  standard.  After  say- 
ing "Good-morning"  to  our  teacher  we  started 
our  lessons  in  reading,  spelling,  arithmetic  and 
nature-study.  This  is  what  we  had  on  a  Tuesday. 
Other  days  were  different.  In  the  afternoon  our 
lessons  were  English  and  Art.  School  stopped  at 
three-thirty  o'clock.  We  had  no  fans  in  the  school 
and  it  was  sometimes  very  hot.  I  had  to  change 
my  clothes  very  often.  When  it  was  too  hot  the 
school  was  closed. 

In  April  everything  ripens.  The  coconuts  ripen, 
bougainvillea  are  in  flower  and  these  are  in  beau- 
tiful shades  of  reds  and  pinks.  The  Neem  trees 
are  in  flower.  A  Neem  tree  has  small  very  green 
leaves  and  little  yellow  flowers.  The  natives  of 
Madras  clean  their  teeth  with  Neem  twigs.  Thev 
take  off  the  outside  bark  and  rub  their  teeth  with 
the  stick  and  this  makes  them  very  white. 

When  an  Indian  gets  married  he  asks  every- 
one he  knows  to  the  reception.  This  is  often  hun- 
dreds of  people.  Sara  and  I  often  went.  We  loved 
to  watch  the  dancing  displays  which  are  given  at 
many  receptions.  Receptions  are  usually  held  in 
big  tents.  The  entrance  is  always  decorated  with  a 
whole  banana  tree  cut  off  at  the  roots,  also  coco- 
nuts and  other  fruits.  This  is  a  sign  of  good-will. 

When  the  guests  leave  they  are  usually  given 
a  coconut  and  paan.  This  is  a  green  leaf  that  In- 
dians like  to  eat.  Weddings  cost  a  great  deal  of 
money. 

In  India  most  people  go  by  rickshaw  or  bi- 
cycle. Some  people  think  it  is  faster  to  go  by  a 
bicycle-rickshaw.  A  bicycle-rickshaw  is  a  chair 
pulled  by  a  bicycle.  Every  week  the  bread-man 
comes  to  our  house  and  lets  us  ride  in  his  bicycle- 
rickshaw.  We  ride  round  our  driveway  six  times 


I  visited  Rose  Hall  when  I  was  in  Jamaica. 
Rose  hall  is  the  ruin  of  a  Great  House  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty  years  old.  Once  it  was  one  of  the 
most  beautiful  mansions  in  Jamaica.  It  was  built 
on  a  hill  overlooking  the  Carribbean  Sea.  It  had 
beautiful  gardens.  A  very  lovely  and  good  woman 
lived  there  and  she  was  kind  to  everybody.  Her 
name  was  Rosa  Palmer  and  the  house  was  named 
after  her.  After  she  died  her  husband  married 
again. 

The  second  Mrs.  Palmer  was  beautiful  but 
cruel.  She  beat  her  slaves  nearly  every  night.  There 
used  to  be  many  wonderful  parties  given  there 
but  there  weren't  any  more  because  she  was  so 
mean.  They  think  she  murdered  each  of  her  four 
husbands.  One  night  her  maid  tried  to  kill  her  by 
putting  poison  in  her  hot  milk  before  she  went 
to  bed.  Somehow  Mrs.  Palmer  found  out  and  had 
the  woman  hung.  Then  she  made  them  cut  off 
her  head  and  Mrs.  Palmer  herself  hung  it  on  a 
stake  in  the  garden  as  a  warning.  In  the  end  the 
cruel  woman  was  poisoned  but  the  poisoner  went 
unpunished.  Everyone  made  the  slaves  bury  her 
because  she  was  so  evil.  The  natives  believe  that 
her  ghost  stands  beckoning  you  into  Rose  Hall 
every  night. 

Jane  Moody, 
Grade  IV. 


Spring 

Down  by  the  sea  where  the  seagulls  fly, 
Down  by  the  water  clear  and  blue, 
Down  by  the  beach  and  up  on  the  hills 
Spring  is  here,  it's  oh,  so  true. 
Up  in  the  tree  the  big  owl  hoots, 
Up  in  the  tree  the  birds  now  sing, 
Up  in  the  tree  the  nests  are  built; 
Throughout  the  forest  it  is  Spring. 


Karen  Zoltok, 
Grade  VI. 
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THE    KINDERGARTEN 


The  Golden  Slippers 

On  Patsy's  birthday  she  awoke  with  high  spir- 
its, but  those  spirits  were  somewhat  dampened 
when  she  realized  she  would  have  to  go  to  school. 
It  was  not  that  she  didn't  do  well  in  class,  but 
just  that  the  rest  of  the  grade  eight  class  didn't 
understand  her  love  for  dancing.  She  couldn't 
understand  why  the  boys  made  fun  of  her  by 
tripping  across  the  room  with  fairy-like  movements 
which  of  course  made  everyone  laugh.  That  was 
why  she  dreaded  school. 

She  would  spend  hours  studying  the  new  steps 
so  her  teacher  would  be  proud  at  the  next  lesson. 
Till  two  weeks  ago  her  teacher  hadn't  said  any- 
thing except  that  Patsy  was  a  good  dancer.  How- 
ever, last  week  she  told  Patsy  she  would  dance 
the  solo  in  their  production  of  "Sleeping  Beauty" 
because  the  other  girl  had  sprained  her  ankle. 
Patsy  was  the  happiest  girl  in  the  world  because 
she  would  dance  on  the  stage  for  the  first  time 
on  her  fifteenth  birthday  and  the  performance 
was  to  be  on  television. 

She  had  been  given  the  most  beautiful  pair 
of  golden  ballet  slippers  to  wear  that  night  by 
her  mother  and  father.  While  waiting  to  go  on 
stage  Patsy  became  so  nervous  she  could  hardly 
stand  still.  At  last  she  heard  the  music  and  she 
danced  out  as  if  on  a  cloud.  She  danced  so  well 
she  even  surprised  herself  and  wondered  if  the 
golden  slippers  had  some  magic  control  over  her 
feet. 


The  next  morning  when  she  walked  in  to  the 
classroom  everyone  crowded  around  her  and  con- 
gratulated her  on  her  performance  which  many 
had  seen  on  television.  They  asked  her  to  come 
to  the  big  Weiner  Roast  being  held  that  night. 
Patsy  at  first  didn't  accept  for  she  felt  they  were 
not  really  her  friends  but  just  wanted  to  be  friends 
of  "the  big  TV  star."  Somehow,  though,  school 
didn't  seem  as  bad  as  before  and  she  even  went  to 
the  Weiner  roast. 

Always  Patsy  felt  that  those  golden  ballet  slip- 
pers had  done  so  much  for  her,  had  made  her 
happy  and  successful  and  made  her  classmates 
friendly. 

Monica  Dowse, 
Grade  VI. 


Dishes 

Dishes  are  things  that  most  people  detest, 

And    indeed   they  can   be   the   most   awful   pest. 

You  wash  them  and  rinse  them,  and  dry  them  with 

care, 
But  really,  and  truly  they  "get  in  your  hair!" 
Whoever  invented  them  really  was  silly, 
Ungrateful !  Unthoughtful !  Truly  and  really. 
And  so  inconsiderate  I  would  think 
To  make  one  waste  time  with  one's  hands  in  a 

sink. 

Carole  Bobrowski, 
Grade  VII. 
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SOME  DOGS  BY  GRADE  I 


I  have  a  little  puppy 
He's  only  three  months 
His  name  is  little  Taffy 
He  does  what  he  is  told. 


old 


Carol  Emerson. 


Snuffer  is  my  doggy's  name 
I  was  so  happy  when  he  came. 
But  now  my  dog  has  gone  away 
So  I  miss  him  every  day. 


I  have  a  little  puppy 
He  plays  with  me  all  day. 
But  when  it  is  near  bed-time 
My  dog  still  wants  to  play. 


The  Trees 


When  the  trees  sway, 
I  hear  them  say 
Hush  a  bye,  Hush  a  bye 
Hush  a  bye  day. 


Nancy  Nelson. 


Dianne  Craib. 


Carol  Lount, 
Grade  V. 


GiADl         I 
l*MTIW<3   ON   THt     SMl«   F»«     « >"« 


Vanishing  Geese 

There  once  was  a  man  from  Greece 

Who  stole  a  large  flock  of  geese, 

A  white  and  a  black 

Both  loudly  said  "quack" 

And  he  soon  got  caught  by  the  police. 


Joan  Sellers, 
Grade  IV. 


Schoolgirl  Mary 

There  once  was  a  school  girl  named  Mary. 

The  teachers  all  called  her  contrary, 

She  was  thrown  in  a  tank, 

Then  given  a  spank, 

But  promptly  turned  into  a  fairy. 


Lily  Swaffield, 
Grade  IV. 


GRADE    ONE 
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GRADES    II    AND    III 


Janie's  Birthday  Present 

It  is  summer  and  Janie's  birthday  is  today. 
Today  is  June  6th.  Janie  mostly  forgets  when  her 
birthday  is  but  this  year  she  didn't  forget.  When 
she  got  home  from  School  she  went  to  her  room 
and  when  she  got  to  her  room  she  saw  a  whole 
family  of  cats.  It  was  a  lovely  birthday  present. 

Patricia  Pennock, 
Grade  II. 


A  Squirrel 

I  know  a  little  squirrel.  He  likes  to  eat  nuts. 
He  is  brown  and  he  has  a  bushy  tail.  He  has  his 
house  in  a  tree.  He  is  a  cute  little  squirrel.  He  has 
a  mother.  His  mother  takes  very  good  care  of  him. 
She  goes  to  get  food  for  him  while  his  father 
looks  after  him. 

Nancy  Sym, 
Grade  II. 


My  Home 

I  like  my  home  because  it's  always  waiting  for 
me.  I  like  my  home  because  everybody  in  my  home 
is  nice.  I  like  my  home  because  it's  always  got  a 
fire  in  the  fireplace  when  I  come  home. 

Gail  Tucker, 
Grade  II. 


An  Ant's  Adventure 

I'm  an  ant!  I  have  had  many  adventures  but 
never  one  as  exciting  as  the  one  I'm  going  to  tell 
you.  I  was  living  in  a  backyard  with  my  brother. 
We  faced  one  danger.  It  was  a  boy  who  collected 
ants ! !  One  morning  as  we  are  going  to  the  blos- 
som tree  he  came.  He  saw  my  brother  and  caught 
him.  I  knew  I  had  to  do  something.  I  went  as  fast 
as  I  could  go.  I  caught  on  to  the  boy's  pants.  I 
climbed  up  his  pant  leg  and  signalled  to  my  brother 
that  I  would  get  him  out  somehow.  The  boy  went 
to  his  room  and  put  the  ants  in  a  glass  cage.  After 
that  he  went  to  lunch  carrying  the  glass  cage. 
After  I  crawled  down  the  boy's  sleeve  to  the  table, 
I  had  to  cross  a  big  bowl  to  get  to  my  brother.  As 
I  started  to  cross  the  bowl  I  lost  my  balance  and 
fell  into  the  bowl  which  was  filled  with  soup. 
The  boy  drew  me  out  and  he  put  me  in  the  cage. 
After  he  finished  his  lunch  he  put  the  glass  cage 
■n  the  garden  and  left  it.  I  saw  my  friend  Buzzy 
Bee.  I  shouted  through  the  air  holes  to  him  and 
he  understood.  He  went  to  the  lock  and  pushed  it 
out  of  the  hole  and  we  were  free !  My  brother 
and  I  thanked  Buzzy  and  made  for  home,  and 
safety. 

Sandra  Funnell,  Grade  IV. 

Fuzzy-Brown  Bear 

There  once  was  a  fuzzy-brown  bear 

Who  went  to  a  small  country  fair 

He  caused  such  a  muddle 

And  no  end  of  trouble 

So  soon  he  was  the  only  one  there. 

Margot  Brown, 
Grade  IV. 
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SCHOOL    ACTIVITIES 


16th  Brownie  Pack 

The  Brownie  meeting  began  last  September  with 
Brown  Owl,  Mrs.  Nelson  Colville,  Louise's 
mother,  and  Tawny  Owl,  Mrs.  H.  Zoltok,  Karen's 
mother.  We  have  26  Brownies,  who  are  divided 
into  5  Sixes  or  groups.  The  leaders  of  each  Six 
are  called  Sixers  and  they  are  Marion  Bjorklund, 
Dilys  White,  Lynn  Folliott,  Anita  Urquhart  and 
Karen  Zoltok. 

In  January  our  Brown  Owl  had  to  go  away  and 
Tawny  Owl  was  left  in  full  charge.  Two  of  our 
Brownie  mothers,  Mrs.  C.  Urquhart  and  Mrs.  R. 
Chant  came  to  help  us. 

In  February  we  had  a  lot  of  fun  on  our  Tally- 
ho.  We  had  lots  of  thrills  jumping  in  the  deep 
snow  and  then  we  went  back  to  Guide  House  for 
hot  dogs,  ice  cream  and  soft  drinks. 

Brownies  is  not  all  play,  however,  as  we  col- 
lected toys  and  clothing  at  Christmas  for  the  needy 
children.  New  Brownies  try  to  pass  their  skipping, 
ball  throw  and  their  darning  so  they  can  receive 
their  Golden  Bar.  Then  they  try  for  their  Golden 
Hand.  When  they  receive  their  Golden  Hand, 
they  are  first  class  Brownies  and  are  now  ready 
to  work  for  Proficiency  Badges.  Some  of  these 
Badges  are  Skaters,  Swimmers,  Toymakers  and 
Athletes.  These  Badges  are  fun  to  work  for. 

Last  month  we  sold  lots  of  Guide  Cookies  and 
during  the  year,  we  have  tried  always  to  carry  out 
our  motto  and  "LEND  A  HAND". 

Marion,  Dilys,  Lynn,  Anita  and  Karen. 


16th  Guide  Company 

The  Balmoral  Hall  Guide  Company  has  had  a 
very  successful  year  under  the  able  leadership  of 
our  Captain,  Mrs.  G.  H.  Sellers. 

The  Guides  worked  very  hard  all  year  at  their 
test  work  and  as  a  result  a  great  many  second 
class  and  proficiency  badges  were  earned.  As  part 
of  the  work  for  their  Hostess  badges,  four  second 
class  Guides  entertained  at  a  Guide  and  Brownie 
Christmas  party  on  December  13th.  St.  John's 
Ambulance  First  Aid  classes  in  which  the  whole 
company  took  part,  provided  the  instruction  for 
the  First  Aid  badge. 

The  16th  Company  was  represented  at  the 
Thinking  Day  Service  at  the  Auditorium  and  at  a 
Division  Patrol  Leaders'  Conference.  On  April 
29th  the  Company  had  a  church  parade  at  St. 
Luke's  Church.  Although  it  is  an  annual  event  for 
most  church  companies,  a  church  parade  was  new 
to  the  Balmoral  Hall  Company. 

This  year  we  entered  the  competition  for  the 
Bessborough  Shield  and  we  are  placing  great  hopes 
on  our  entry  of  baby  garments. 

We  want  to  express  our  thanks  to  Mrs.  Sellers, 
our  Captain,  for  her  enthusiastic  "uplift"  to  our 
Company  and  to  the  mothers  who  have  so  gener- 
ously given  up  their  time  to  help  us.  On  with 
guiding! 

Diane  Grindley. 


16TH    GUIDE    COMPANY 
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Dramatics 

On  Friday,  April  20th,  the  Junior  High  School 
Dramatics  Group  presented  "The  Emperor's  New 
Clothes"  to  an  appreciative,  and  highly  amused 
audience  of  parents  and  friends  in  the  school 
gymnasium. 

This  production — a  comedy — definitely  ran  in 
the  lighter  vein.  Leading  players  Eva  Pokoly,  Alix 
Palk,  Carol  Anne  Fields,  and  Kathleen  Armytage 
entered  wholeheartedly  into  the  zestful  spirit  of  the 
play,  and  the  entire  cast  gave  an  admirable  per- 
formance. Eva  is  to  be  especially  commended,  as 
she  took  over  a  major  part  in  the  play  at  very 
short  notice,  and  did  an  exceptionally  fine  job. 

The  story  involved  was,  of  course,  the  familiar 
one  of  the  innocent  Emperor  whose  great  weak- 
ness was  his  love  for  clothes.  He  employs  two 
weavers,  who  promise  to  outfit  him  in  a  very 
special  set  of  robes.  No  one  unworthy  of  his  posi- 
tion will  be  able  to  see  these  beautiful  robes. 
Needless  to  say  the  outcome  of  the  whole  situa- 
tion is  very  humorous  indeed.  The  humour  and 
frivolity  of  the  play  was  (if  one  can  judge  by 
the  laughter)  very  effectively  conveyed  to  the 
audience  by  the  actresses  and  it  was  a  truly  enjoy- 
able evening. 

Congratulations  are  in  order  also  to  the  stage 
manager  and  her  "hands".  Despite  their  many 
despairing  grievances  beforehand  everything  ran 
flawlessly.  And  so  we  thank  you,  dramatists,  for 
another  star  performance. 


The  Emperor's  New  Clothes 

By  Charlotte  Chorpenning 

Zar Alix  Palk 

Zan   Eva   Pokoly 

Gong  Boy  Margaret  Fisher 

Han Carol  Anne  Fields 

The  royal  Weavers — 

Tsein Lynn  Funnell 

Mong Wendy  Bracken 

Ling  Judy  Adams 

Fah  Heather  Miller 

Old  Woman Elizabeth  Kilgour 

The  Emperor Kathleen  Armytage 

The  Empress  Shirley  Donaldson 

General  Catherine  Kipp 

Citizens  Cydney  Burrell,  Ann  Connacher, 

Judith  Munro,  Caroline  Shepard 
A  Child  Sandra  Funnell 

Stage  Manager E.  Kilgour 

Costumes,  properties  and  most 

helpful  helpers  J.   Bonnycastle,   M.   Gillespie, 

C.  Trimble,  N.  White 
Make  Up  R.  Burrell 


Skating 

Skating  is  a  winter  sport 

Enjoyed  by  boys  and  girls, 

You  glide  along  with  carefree  heart 

With  leaps  and  fancy  twirls. 

You  put  on  your  skates, 

Step  on  to  the  ice, 

The  feeling  you  get 

Is  really  quite  nice. 

If  you've  never  tried  skating 

You  should,  and  quite  soon. 

It's  lovely  to  skate 

By  the  light  of  the  moon. 


Brenda  Howat, 
Grade  VIII. 


Ballet  and  I  at  Balmoral 

Ballet  and  I  began  our  somewhat  unpredictable 
career  four  years  ago  at  Balmoral,  and  have  come 
through  with  much  scepticism  and  many  mis- 
givings. The  irritating  truth  of  the  matter  is  that 
I  must  also  attend  school.  In  grade  eight  I  was 
the  youngest  member  of  my  five  Senior  cohorts, 
who  studied  at  the  Canadian  School  of  Ballet,  and 
I  considered  it  quite  an  honour  to  eat  a  late  supper 
in  the  dining-room.  We  danced  "Les  Sylphides" 
that  year  at  the  Playhouse,  after  we  had  worked 
for  months  in  the  gym,  perfecting  bourees  and 
petits  battements.  Although  it  was  my  first  ap- 
pearance on  a  real  stage,  I  considered  myself,  an 
old  hand  at  grease  paint.  The  next  year  I  gra- 
duated to  braids,  grade  nine,  and  more  pointe 
work.  Grade  ten  came  after  the  fire  destroyed  the 
Royal  Winnipeg  Ballet  and  Canadian  School  of 
Ballet  studio.  This  was  a  hard  year  in  temporary 
halls  but  always  dancing.  Each  year  at  School  we 
had  a  ballet  presentation  in  the  Gymnastics  and 
Dancing  Demonstration.  Each  year  it  was  exciting. 
Many  of  my  friends  since  then  have  come  and 
gone  in  the  process  of  broadening  their  horizons 
and  next  year  I  move  on  but  with  many  memories 
of  missing  tights,  lost  shoes,  diets,  discouragement 
and  hard  work. 

My  most  laborious  but  satisfying  experience  has 
been  the  intensive  training  under  Miss  Potts  for 
the  Elementary  and  Intermediate  Royal  Academy 
of  Dancing  examinations  this  past  March;  and  I 
assure  you  I  would  not  be  in  such  a  happy  frame  of 
mind  now,  if  we  had  not  all  passed  with  flying 
colours. 

B.  Dougall, 
Grade  XL 
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Dancing  Examination  Results 

In  addition  to  five  weekly  classes  taught 
at  the  School  a  group  has  been  attending  special 
classes  at  The  Canadian  School  of  Ballet.  The 
following  are  the  results  of  those  who  tried  the 
Royal  Academy  of  Dancing  examinations: 

Grade  V  —  Honours  —  Margaret  Fisher 
Elementary — Commended  —  Brenda  Dougall 
Pass  Plus  —  Phyllis  Brodie 

Jari  Lynn  Cernohlavek 
Pass  —  Tasma  Butler 
Intermediate — Pass  Plus  —  Brenda  Dougall 


Behind  the  Star 

When  you  go  to  the  ballet  and  see  her, 

The  star  of  all  the  stars; 

What  you  see  is  the  realization 

Of  a  girl  who  did  work  at  the  barres. 

For  a  star  it  means  working  and  working, 

Tirelessly  every  day; 

And  no  cake,  dessert  or  refreshments 

It's  a  long  and  difficult  way. 

Margaret  Fisher 
Grade  VII. 


BRENDA 


FINALE 
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BALLATER   HOUSE 

FOURTH  ROW  Gayle  McLean  (Head  of  House).  J.  Ross,  S.  Claydon,  J.  Gallie,  S.  Donaldson,  L.  Wiley, 
S.  Ans,  J.  Fitton,  J.  Mathewson,  A.  Laird,  G.  McLaughlin,  R.  Brown,  G.  Allman. 

THIRD  ROW— S.  Salzberg,  E.  Kilgour,  M.  L.  McKenty,  S.  Hamilton,  L.  Manchester,  M.  Ford,  H.  Smith, 
J.  L.   Cernohlavek. 

SECOND  ROW— D.  Mathewson,  J.  Thorkelsson,  L.  Leach,  M.  Buchanan,  A.  Sellers,  B.  Gillespie,  M. 
Fisher,    L.    Colville. 

FRONT    ROW— J.    Rothwell,    M.    Chant,    J.    Sutherland,    K.    Zoltok,    A.    McLean,    J.    Moody,    J.    Sellers. 

ABSENT— A.  Peterson,  M.  Gillespie,  S.  Kelsey. 


Ballater  House 
The  House  on  the  Sloping  Hill 

Dear  Ballater, 

As  another  school  year  draws  to  a  close,  I  would 
like  to  thank  you  for  the  unforgettable  year  we 
have  had  together.  As  your  Head  I  am  proud  of 
you — members  of  Ballater — with  your  constant 
loyalty,  support,  and  strong  house  spirit.  You 
have  made  valuable  contributions  both  academical- 
ly and  athletically  to  our  school  during  1955-1956. 

On  Sports  Day,  although  we  did  not  win  the 
cup,  you  displayed  very  keen  interest.  I  would  like 
to  commend  Susan  Hamilton  who  won  the  midget 
sports  cup  and  Gale  McLaughlin  who  was  runner- 
up  in  the  senior  sports.  In  October,  our  volleyball 
teams  played  a  thrilling  series  of  house  games  — 
I  guess  those  early  morning  practices  were  profit- 
able !  At  the  end  of  the  Christmas  term,  you  re- 
ceived a  well-earned  first  in  work  and  in  conduct. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  Easter  term,  our  basket- 


ball teams  played  very  well  to  share  a  second 
place  tie.  In  the  broomball  competition,  we  were 
not  very  skilful,  but  it  proved  to  be  a  hilarious 
event.  During  "Posture  and  Uniform  Week," 
many  of  us  succeeded  in  "staying  off  the  list." 

This  term  we  have  the  Swimming  Meet,  base- 
ball games,  and  the  ping-pong  tournament  to  keep 
us  busy.  However,  I  am  confident  that  here  too, 
you  will  do  your  best. 

Jane  Mathewson,  our  helpful  Sports'  Captain, 
Audrey  Peturson,  our  Secretary,  and  Joy  Fitron, 
our  Uniform  Monitress,  have  made  valuable  contri- 
butions to  Ballater  and  thanks  is  also  due  to  our 
Staff  Members,  Miss  Foster,  Miss  McLean,  Mrs. 
Coulter,  Mrs.  Little  and  Mrs.  Bancroft,  who  have 
always  stood  behind  us. 

To  all  of  you  who  wear  the  green  pin,  Junior  or 
Senior,  I  say  keep  up  your  Ballater  Spirit,  and 
"thank  you." 

Love, 

Gayle  McLean, 
Head  of  Ballater. 
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Braemar  Notes 


Dear  Braemar, 

As  this  school  year  draws  to  a  close,  I  feel  sure 
that  it  has  been  a  successful  one  for  our  House. 
At  the  beginning  of  the  year,  we  welcomed  a 
number  of  fine  new  members  to  Braemar  and  I 
am  sure  that  they  have  felt  throughout  the  year 
the  keen  House  spirit  and  sportsmanship  which 
has  bound  us  more  closely  to  our  school. 

In  the  fall  term  we  won  top  honours  on  Sports 
Day.  Both  seniors  and  juniors  participated  in  all 
events  and  excellent  results  were  achieved.  The 
volleyball  team  placed  second  in  the  inter-house 
competition.  During  the  winter  term,  displaying 
skill  and  sportmanship,  we  placed  second  in  the 
basketball  competition.  We  were  well  represented 
in  the  gymnastic  competition  and  by  placing  first 
I  was  pleased  to  bring  honours  to  our  House 
together  with  Beryl  Hoare  who  came  third.  Every- 
one who  participated  in  the  broomball  will  no 
doubt  recall  the  hilarious  fun  we  had.  This  term 
we  are  looking  forward  to  the  Swimming  Meet, 
Softball,  the  finals  of  the  ping-pong  tournament, 
as  well  as  our  share  in  the  Library  Tea. 

I  should  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank 
the  Staff  Members,  Mrs.  McEwen,  Miss  Klimack, 


Miss  McMillan,  Mrs.  Dennis  and  Mrs.  Miller  for 
their  helpful  advice  and  encouragement.  My  thanks 
to  Beryl  Hoare,  games  captain,  for  your  invalu- 
able help,  to  Carol  Cross,  House  Secretary,  to 
Marilyn  Stephenson,  uniform  monitress,  and  to 
our  prefects,  Carol  Cross  and  Jacquie  Hoare.  We 
are  proud,  Jacquie,  to  have  had  the  School  Sports 
Captain  in  our  House  this  year. 

And  now  to  you,  Braemar,  I  say  "thank  you" 
for  the  privilege  of  being  your  House  Head  this 
year  and  the  experience  I  have  gained.  I  am 
extremely  proud  of  our  House.  You  have  sup- 
ported me  loyally  from  Grade  four  to  Grade 
twelve.  You  have  contributed  either  through  your 
sports  ability,  good  posture,  good  behaviour  or 
academic  ability  to  keep  our  House  as  we  would 
have  it. 

My  best  wishes  to  next  year's  House  Head. 
You  have  a  wonderful  group  of  girls  to  support 
you. 

To  all  who  wear  a  blue  pin,  good-bye,  good 
luck,  and  God  Bless  You. 

Love, 

Joy  McDiarmid, 
Head  of  Braemar. 


BRAEMAR    HOUSE 

FOURTH  ROW— K.  Fahlman,  C.  Cross.  G.  McCulloch,  B.  A.  McFarland,  P.  Moss,  P.  Craig.  D.  Orris, 
J.  Hoare,  A.  Wheatcroft. 

THIRD  ROW— B.  Hoare,  M.  Stephenson,  Deidre  White,  A.  Connacher,  L.  Musgrove,  S.  Davis,  J.  Evans, 
T.  Butler,  C.  Glesby.  Joy  McDiarmid  (Head  of  House).  R.  Bass,  N.  A.  Eaton,  W.  McPherson, 
F.    Wilson. 

FRONT  ROW — D.  Cruse,  D.  MeNaughton,  B.  Payne,  N.  Baker,  L.  Folliott,  C.  Lount,  E.  Clough,  N. 
Russell. 

ABSENT— L.Heuchert,   J.    Arnold. 
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CRAIG    GOWAN    HOUSE 

IN  THE  TREE) — L.  Funnell,  W.  Bracken,  K.  Armytage.  S.  Riley. 

THIRD    ROW— Daphne    Smith,     (Head    of    House),    Diane    Smith,    E.    Pokoly,    J.    Stevenson,    J.    Blight,    N. 

Genser,    L.    Stephen,    J.    Bonnycastle,    D.    Lowery,   A.   Dykes,   B.   McRae,   D.   Grindley,    P.   Smith,   C. 

McNeill,  J.  Rose. 
SECOND   ROW     B.    Le   Beau.    C.   Trimble,   C.    Sterling,    B.    Sidgwick,    L.   Capling,   D.   Elwood,   G.   Jacobson, 

S.  Peers,  C.  A.  Fields,  J.  Hamilton. 
FRONT  ROW— L.   J.   Swaffield,    S.    Funnell,  M.   Dowse.   B.    Genser,   J.   McLean,   J.   Stewart,   M.    Bjorklund, 

S.    Huggard. 
ABSENT— L.  Band,  A.  Palk,  M.  Chant,  C.  Kelsey. 


Craig  Gowan  House 


Dear  Craig  Gowans, 

For  your  success  and  your  many  achievements 
this  year,  I  congratulate  you  and  for  your  loyalty 
and  support  I  give  you  my  thanks.  It  did  not  take 
our  new  girls  long  to  acquire  the  famous  Craig 
Gowan  spirit. 

So  far,  Craig  Gowans,  you  have  shone  in  the 
field  of  sports.  Full  of  enthusiasm,  we  placed  a 
close  second  in  Field  Day  events.  Congratulations 
to  Susan  Peers  —  runner-up  for  the  juniors.  Craig 
Gowan's  famous  spirit  was  proved  when  we  found 
we  had  the  greatest  number  of  entry  points. 

In  volley  ball  we  fought  hard  to  win  the  tourna- 
ment —  and  the  cup.  Craig  Gowans,  however,  you 
did  not  stop  there,  but  went  on  to  win  the  basket- 
ball cup.  Senior  and  Junior  teams  both  played 
hard,  the  second  team,  under  captain  Jennifer 
Rose,  winning  all  three  of  their  games.  I  should 
also  like  to  thank  all  who  attended  practices  so 
faithfully. 

Ping-pong  is  not  yet  finished  but  I  was  proud  to 
see  that  again  we  had  the  most  entry  points  which 
proves  to  me  your  enthusiasm.  Although  there 
were  no  winners  in  broomball,  it  was  fun  for  all. 
Our  senior  and  junior  speedskaters  placed  us  once 


again  at  the  top.  Congratulations,  skaters!  This 
term  we  are  looking  forward  to  fun  in  badminton, 
baseball,  and  swimming. 

In  other  ways,  we  have  been  fairly  successful, 
placing  second  in  work  at  Christmas.  With  our 
new  school  came  Uniform  and  Posture  week, 
when  we  all  tried  very  hard  to  be  tidy  and  to  sit 
up  straight.  And  now  we  wear  yellow  house  pins, 
of  which  we  are  very  proud. 

My  special  thanks  go  to  the  staff  members,  Mrs. 
Vaughan,  Mrs.  Byrne,  Miss  Lucas,  Mrs.  Monkman, 
and  Mrs.  Lamont  for  their  constant  support.  Thank 
you  also,  Jennifer,  our  capable  sports  captain, 
Diane,  our  secretary,  Betty,  our  uniform  monitress, 
and  everyone  of  you,  from  grade  four  to  grade 
twelve,  who  has  made  this  year  such  a  wonderful 
one  for  our  House  and  for  me  as  your  Head. 
Being  your  Head  has  been  an  honour  and  a  privi- 
lege which  I  shall  never  forget.  Best  wishes  to  all 
of  you  and  to  next  year's  Head,  who  will  surely 
feel  your  keen  enthusiasm  and  loyalty. 

Goodbye,  and  good  luck  to  you — Craig  Gowan. 

Love, 

Daphne, 
Head  of  Craig  Gowan. 
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Glen  Gairn 


Dear  Glen  Gairns, 

This  is  my  last  year  at  Balmoral  Hall,  and  I 
have  only  the  happiest  memories  of  my  school 
life  here,  particularly  of  this  past  year,  when  I 
was  honoured  by  being  elected  Head  of  your 
House.  As  I  walk  through  the  School  doors  for  the 
last  time,  I  shall  not  fail  to  recall  the  wonder- 
ful support  I  have  received  from  every  one  of  you 
— from  the  smallest  girl  in  grade  four,  to  the 
tallest  girl  in  grade  twelve. 

At  our  annual  Sports  Day  in  October,  Glen 
Gairn  was  well  supported  by  all  its  House  mem- 
bers. Congratulations  to  Judy  Lewthwaite  and 
Carol  Armstrong  for  their  success  in  the  day's 
events.  Hats  off  to  our  Volleyball  and  Basketball 
teams!  We  are  very  proud  of  you.  Although  we 
did  not  win  the  cups,  it  cannot  be  said  that  Glen 
Gairn  was  lacking  in  House  enthusiasm.  I  am 
proud  of  you  all. 

Something  new  was  tried  during  the  Christmas 
term  this  year,  when  the  entire  House  turned  out 
enthusiastically  to  participate   in   Broomball. 


Congratulations  to  Diane  Philips  and  Carol 
Armstrong  for  your  achievements  in  the  House 
skating  races. 

I  know  that  this  term,  Glen  Gairn,  you  will 
loyally  support  your  House  in  the  Swimming  races, 
Soft-ball  and  in  the  Ping-pong. 

To  Mrs.  Price,  Mrs.  Stovel,  Mrs.  Burridge,  Mrs. 
Murphy  and  Mrs.  Elliot,  my  thanks  for  your  help- 
ful advice  and  enthusiasm  in  upholding  the  spirit 
of  Glen  Gairn  House. 

Before  I  say  good-bye,  I  should  like  to  express 
a  special  "thank-you"  to  Judy  Lewthwaite  our 
Sports  Captain,  to  Brenda  Dougall,  our  secretary, 
and  to  Alyson  Thomas,  our  uniform  monitress  for 
your  splendid  help  during  the  entire  year. 

Good  luck  Glen  Gairn,  in  your  work  and  play 
next  year. 

My  love  to  you  all, 

Dianne  McPhail, 
Head  of  Glen  Gairn. 


GLEN    GAIRN    HOUSE 

FOURTH    ROW — B.    Dougall,    G.    Burrows.    J.    Lewthwaite,   M.    MacDermid,    C.    Wallace,    E.    Albertsen,    V. 

Thorkelson,  J.  Peterson,  J.  Swinden,  A.  Thomas. 
THIRD   ROW— C.    Burrell,    L.    Elliott,   J.    Munro,    R.    Riesenberg,   N.   White,    C.    Armstrong,    R.    Burrell,    P. 

Brodie,   C.    Kipp. 
SECOND   ROW— J.    Adams,    C.    Albertsen,    C.   Mills,    C.    Bobrowski,   R.    Wallace,   H.   McGibbon,    B.   Howatt, 

J.  Harris,  J.   Welply. 
FRONT   ROW — D.   Wilson,   P.   McMahon,   S.   Stewart-Smith,   J.   Smerchanski,  M,   Andison,  A.   Urquhart.   M. 

Brown,    K.    Curry. 
ABSENT— S.  Moorhouse,  A.  Laird. 
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Pun    in     rut      laundry 
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The  White  House 

In  these  White  House  Notes,  I  could  tell  you 
about  our  below  zero  round-the-drive  A.M.  trek; 
or  about  the  senior  lineup  for  the  telephone;  or  the 
stampede  for  the  mail,  or  the  pocket  money  push 
on  Friday;  or  the  uplift  in  a  boarder's  life  since 
Santa  brought  a  TV  to  our  Christmas  party.  (More 
than  ever  we  now  believe  in  Santa  Claus ! )  BUT 
I'd  rather  let  you  meet  the  Senior  boarders  at  the 
end  of  the  day. 

It  is  9:25  P.M.  and  the  warning  bell  rings. 
Then  comes  the  sprint  for  the  nearest  washbasin. 
After  the  dust  settles,  and  twenty-three  sets  of 
teeth  have  been  brushed,  a  brief  tour  will  show 
our  beaming  boarders  at  their  most  wide-awake 
time  —  just  before  "lights  out." 

In  the  "Fire-Escape  Room"  on  the  third  floor, 
we  find  —  at  least  we  hope  to  find,  four  girls. 
Being  careful  not  to  fall  over  Sue,  who  is  diligently 
exercising  on  the  floor,  we  meet  Pat,  brushing  her 
auburn  (?)  locks  and  soliloquizing  on  the  best 
method  of  exterminating  prefects.  From  the  corner 
come  giggles  where  Amy  and  Valdine  are  discuss- 
ing past  and  future  weekends. 

The  "Bunk  Room"  next  door  is  also  relatively 
quiet  —  except  for  an  occasional  sigh  from  Helen 
who  has  just  discovered  that  Marlon  Brando  has 
three  of  the  cutest  freckles.  A  peek  down  into  the 
lower  bunk  will  reveal  Maureen,  who,  if  she  isn't 
writing  a  letter,  to  far-off  parts  of  the  world,  will 
be  adding  another  guide  badge  to  her  uniform. 
Tasma,  her  long  hair  flowing,  has  just  completed 
a  flying  "grande  jete"  in  the  hall  and  is  now 
applying  her  well-worn  elastic  bandage  to  the 
injured  limb. 

Elvis  Presley's  vocalizing  lures  us  into  the 
"River  Room"  where  Carol  demonstrates  her  ver- 
sion of  his  various  contortions.  Judy,  cup  of  tea 
in  hand,  offers  us  some  sustenance,  while  Gail 
displays  her  latest  collection  of  light  literature. 
"Candy",  taking  a  little  time  off  from  her  Chemis- 
try, broods  over  several  pictures  and  appears  to 
be  in  quite  another  world. 

Downstairs,  we  are  ushered  into  the  tidiest 
room  in  the  residence.  Three  dwell  there  now, 
Elsie,  Margaret,  and  our  flood  guest,  Anne.  They 
seem  quiet,  but  everyone  knows  that  mischief  done 
well  is  done  silently. 

We  are  drawn  across  the  hall  by  the  enticing 
aroma  of  "Blue  Grass",  and  following  our  noses, 
we  find  Kathy,  clad  as  she  usually  isn't,  on  her 
way  out.  Her  destination,  of  course,  is  the  bath- 
tub, where  she  can  be  found  at  almost  any  time. 
Also  in  this  room  is  Gale,  who  is,  without  doubt, 
our  "Happy"est  boarder.  We  have  just  arrived 
in  time  for  her  nightly  hair  measuring  session. 
This  cheerful  threesome  is  completed  by  Phyllis, 
our  dancer  from   Indiana.     The  possessor  of  a 


lovely  pony-tail,  Phyllis  adds  a  charm  of  her  own 
to  the  residence. 

Lastly,  we  enter  the  Grade  Eleven  room  which 
contains,  as  well  as  a  piano,  and  various  stuffed 
animals,  five  boarders.  Brenda,  our  "arty"  mem- 
ber is  seriously  considering  her  case  of  soft  drink 
addiction.  Joy,  our  prospective  medical  student, 
delves  into  the  mystery  of  her  green  feet.  Lyn 
comes  next,  still  trying  to  find  the  hour  lost  by 
daylight-saving;  she  was  last  seen  producing  this 
article  after  the  magazine  had  gone  to  press.  Betty, 
the  cheerful  element,  makes  it  her  business  to 
supervise  the  fifth  and  youngest  member,  Anthea. 
Anthea  keeps  the  room  alive  with  music  of  all 
kinds,  including  her  musical  (?)  laughter. 

Now  we  have  only  one  more  person  to  meet  — 
and  here  she  is  with  her  hand  on  the  light  switch. 
It's  our  own  Mrs.  Little,  who  patiently  supervises 
our  large  family.  With  her  cheerful  "Good-night," 
each  room  becomes  quiet  and  the  White  House 
gradually  falls  asleep. 

Lyn  Stephen, 
Resident  Head. 

English  Homework  by  a  Grade  X 

Boarder 

(Revised  Version) 

7  a.m.  bell: 

"Such  it  is 

As  are  those  dulcet  sounds  in  break  of  day 

That  creep  into  a  dreamer's  ear." 

Monday  morning  excuse : 

"I  pray  you, 

Give  me  leave  to  go  from  hence: 

I  am  not  well." 

Dieter  at  dinner: 

"The  fiend  is  at  mine  elbow  and  tempts  me." 

Room  inspection: 

"Too   long   a  pause   for  that   which   you   find 
there." 
Mail: 

"I  long  to  see 

Quick  Cupid's  post  that  comes  so  mannerly." 

8:10  snack  —  Seniors: 

"I  will  not  jump  with  common  spirits 

And  rank  me  with  the  barbarious  multitudes." 

Telephone : 

"I  never  heard  a  passion  so  confused, 
So  strange,  outrageous,  and  so  variable." 

Returning  after  an  out- weekend: 

"His  hour  is  almost  past 

And  it  is  marvel  he  out-dwells  his  hour." 

10  p.m.  Studying  with  flashlight: 

"How  far  that  little  candle  throws  its  beams!" 

12:00  Midnight: 

"How  sweet  the  moonlight  sleeps  upon  these 
'bunks'." 
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Red  House  Drama 

Directors  and  Wardrobe  Mistresses: 

Mrs.  Elliot 

Miss  McMillan 
Patrons:  Mrs.  Elliot,  Miss  McMillan,  Miss  Foster, 

Miss  Klimack 
Stage  Manager :  Beth 
Cast:   Red  House  Boarders 
Understudies:    Caroline,    Rosalind,    Carol,    Judy, 

Anita,   Nancy   Ann,   Patricia,  Nancy,   Kathy, 

Jane. 

Plot:  Scene  by  Scene 

Scene  1:  "The  Gem" — Margaret  is  waltzing  about 
the  room,  while  Ginny,  also  practising  ballet, 
is  carefully  dodging  her  flying  roommate. 
Susan  wishes  the  floor  wouldn't  shake  so  and 
eyes  the  clock,  to  see  how  much  longer  until 
dinner  time. 

Scene  2 :  The  room  in  which  Diane  Philipps,  Judy 
Stevenson,  Susan  Claydon  and  Shirley 
Donaldson  live  in  peace,  harmony  and  con- 
tentment. The  radio  is  on  full  volume  but 
the  occupants  never  seem  to  tire  of  its  racket, 
mostly  Presley. 

Scene  3:  Day  in,  day  out,  Lynda  and  Rose  in  the 
"Buttonhole,"  skip  their  way  in  and  out  of 
trouble  with  their  ever-present  skipping  ropes. 

Scene  4:  Like  butterflies,  Carol,  Judy,  and  Susan 
alight  on  "The  Cabbage  Leaf"  when  they  are 
not  gazing  at  TV. 

Scene  5:  "Devil's  Cave:"  The  four  laughing  oc- 
cupants of  this  room,  Joan  Gallie,  Joan  Bur- 
ton, Sylvia  Moorhouse  and  Judy  Adams 
divide  their  free  time  between  the  Common 
Room  and  the  gym. 

Scene   6:    The   Duo,   Lily   and   Louise   should   be 
good  for  each  other !    Lily  teaches  her  room- 
mate   about    the    Eskimos,    while    in    return, 
Louise  tries  to  teach  Lily  to  drink  milk. 
The  End 

As  the  curtain  falls  on  the  last  scene,  actors  and 
patrons  alike  retire  to  their  respective  quarters  for 
it  is  past  their  bedtime. 

Ginny  and  Shirley. 

Dawn 

Out  of  the  window  at  early  dawn 

See  the  dew  sparkling  on  every  lawn 

The  street  lights  still  shining,  but  far  in  the  east 

The  rosy  dawn's  fingers  reach  over  the  least 

Of  the   creatures   on   earth   and   also   the   mighty 

Even  on  me  standing  here  in  my  nightie. 

Rosalind  Wallace, 
Grade  VII. 


The  Christmas  Party 

Such  excitement  as  occurred  at  our  Christmas 
Party  on  December  sixteenth  has  never  been  ex- 
ceeded. This  dinner  is  one  of  the  highlights  of  a 
boarder's  life  when  she  dons  her  taffeta  to  look 
her  best.  Gathered  in  the  drawing-room  in  Christ- 
mas gaiety  we  sang  Christmas  Carols  until  dinner 
was  announced.  Only  the  low  conversation  and  the 
swish  of  taffeta  dresses  could  be  heard  as  we  ap- 
proached the  candle-1'it  dining-room  festive  with 
wreaths  of  holly  and  a  lighted  tree.  The  delicious 
aroma  of  the  browning  turkey  greeted  us  as  we 
neared  the  dining-room. 

Stimulated  by  the  gay  atmosphere  we  put  on 
our  colourful  hats  and  began  an  excited  conversa- 
tion which  consisted  of  holiday  plans  and  Christ- 
mas gifts. 

After  the  traditional  dinner  of  turkey  and  all 
the  trimmings,  the  staff  retired  to  the  drawing- 
room  for  coffee  and  "Amahl  and  the  Night  Visit- 
ors" while  the  eager  boarders  and  guests  dashed 
to  the  gaily-decorated  Common  Room  to  meet 
Santa.  Just  a  little  later,  when  the  staff  had  joined 
us  for  a  sing-song,  the  door  opened  and  guess 
what  was  brought  in — the  Christmas  Party,  excit- 
ing in  itself,  came  to  a  dramatic  climax  with  the 
arrival  of — our  greatest  wish — TELEVISION! 

E.  Albertsen, 
Grade  X. 

Some  "Doggerel"  Verse 

There  is  many  a  dog  in  the  world  today, 

Some  as  you  know  just  love  to  play, 

Others  are  used  on  a  hunting  day, 

And  some  are  left  out  in  the  cold  to  stray. 

Bobby  the  Beagle  is  small  in  size 

He's  brown  and  white  and  has  fine  brown  eyes, 

When  he's  out  hunting  he  loves  to  run 

Like  his  master  he  works  but  also  has  fun. 

Lassie  the  Collie  with  the  lovely  soft  eyes 

Has  a  thick  golden  coat  and  is  very  wise, 

Her  adventures  with  Jeff  her  young  master  we  see 

With  eager  delight  each  week  on  TV. 

Peter  the  Mongrel  or  the  cute  circus  dog 

Can  jump  over  hurdles  or  roll  on  a  log 

He's  a  mixture  of  everything  little  to  big 

And  will  sometimes  be  silly  and  dance  to  a  jig. 

Duchess  the  Dachshund  is  lengthy  in  style 

She's  a  very  dark  brown  with  a  cute  cheery  smile. 

She  romps   in   the  garden   and   once   in   a  while 

She  buries  herself  in  the  old  oak  leave  pile. 

But  our  old  Red  Setter — we  still  call  him  "Pup" 

Loves  sleeping  in  doorways,  won't  even  get  up, 

So  we  all  walk  around  him  while  he  grunts  and  he 

groans 
And  kicks  while  he's  dreaming  of  burying  bones. 

Lynn  Funnell, 
Grade  VII. 
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IS  EVERYTHING  UNDER  THE  BED? 


THE  DRAWING  ROOM 
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"Seven  Up"  —  and  how  we  fizz! 


Grade  Eight 


Geographically  we  are  extensive  with  Margaret 
Fisher  our  ballet  star  from  Edmonton,  Joan 
Burton  from  Calgary,  Judy  Stevenson  from 
Portage  la  Prairie,  and  Joan  Gallie  who  flies 
in  from  Lynn  Lake. 

Musically  we  have  many  enthusiasts  but  none  who 
can  perform  like  Mary  Louise  McKenty. 

Artistically  we  are  pleased  to  know  the  work  of 
Jane  Welply,  Judy  Evans  and  Louise  Watson. 

Domestically  our  Judy  Harris  outshines  us  all  in 
sewing  and  cooking. 

Athletically  we  are  all  enthusiasts  but  Nancy  Ann 
and  Rosalind  are  gymnasts  of  note  and  spe- 
cially interested  in  games  are  Suzanne,  Lind- 
say, Diana,  Geraldine  and  Carole. 

Dramatically  we  think  Alix  Palk  is  quite  a  star  — 
so  also  Lynn  Funnell,  Wendy  Bracken  and 
Brenda  Howat  and  we  were  proud  of  them 
in  their  parts  in  the  Emperor's  New  Clothes. 

Scholastically — Well,  our  aim  of  course,  is  Grade 
VIII. 

Grade  Seven. 

Roman  Triumph 

The  general  was  riding  in  his  chariot  of  gold — 

Without  a  show  of  modesty 

He  looked  so  strong  and  bold. 

His  handsome  head  was  in  the  sky 

In  poise  of  haughty  grandeur 

As  he  rode  amidst  the  shout  of  praise 

Aware  of  his  own  splendour. 

Not  a  single  thought  was  spent 

Upon  the  men  left  on  field. 

His  stallion  had  crushed  them 

Midst  bloody  spear  and  shield, 

His  own  fair  body  left  unharmed — 

No  drop  of  blood  did  yield. 

He  saw  the  Arch  of  Triumph 

Looming  high  above  the  crowd. 

His  ancestors  went  through  it — 

They  too'd  been  cold  and  proud. 

The  thronging  crowd  placed  laurel 

Upon  his  youthful  brow. 

Louise  McKenty, 
Grade  VII. 

When  I  was  a  bunny, 
My  ears  were  so  funny, 
They  would  waggle  and  wiggle, 
And  make  people  giggle. 

i  Linda  Adams, 

Grade  II. 


Subject:  Grade  Eight  Class  of  1956. 

Time:  1966. 

Place:  Their  Occupations. 

The  Grade  Eight  class  seems  to  have  done  well 
since  we  last  saw  them.  Let  us  find  out  who  is 
doing  what  — 

Here  are  three  doctors  in  consultation,  Carol 
Anne  Fields,  Barbara  Gillespie  and  Susan  Peers, 
the  latter  specializing  in  asthmatic  conditions.  Not 
far  away,  Deidre  White,  Ann  Connacher,  Susan 
Claydon  and  Margaret  Buchanan  are  busy  graduate 
nurses  but  still  find  time  to  make  eyes  at  the 
interns. 

In  the  business  world  we  see  Cydney  Burrell, 
Caroline  Shepard,  architects,  and  Judy  Hamilton 
interior  decorator,  counting  their  precious  dollars, 
result  of  their  good  sense. 

Not  to  be  taken  seriously,  we  see  our  steward- 
ess, Judy  Munro,  leaning  over  a  sink  but  not  doing 
dishes.  Her  three  passengers,  Tanny  Armytage  of 
the  Little  Theatre,  Shirley  Donaldson,  a  successful 
teacher,  and  Carole  Mills,  now  a  model,  seem  to  be 
enjoying  themselves  while  Judy  attends  to  their 
every  need. 

The  music  world  isn't  without  a  candidate  either 
for  here  is  Judy  Adams,  the  Metropolitan  soprano. 
We  must  not  forget  Ginny  Cernohlavek  and  Tasma 
Butler,  our  ballerinas,  who  have  recently  moved 
from  amateur  to  professional  standing  and  can  be 
seen  doing  pas  de  chats  across  the  stage. 

Even  though  there's  not  much  privacy  for  a 
private  secretary,  Gail  Steele  has  her  own  ideas. 
And  naturally  where  twenty-one  girls  are  involved 
there  is  also  food  and  our  dietitian,  Heather  Miller, 
has  little  difficulty  in  feeding  hungry  stomachs 
such  as  the  long  distance  swimmer's  —  Dianne 
Philipps.  Last  but  not  least  is  Signe  Salzberg  who 
has  at  last  graduated  from  Grade  Eight  Maths,  to 
a  husband  and  household  accounts. 

Grade  VIII. 


Springtime 

So  long  we  waited  for  the  spring, 
It  seemed  the  snow  would  never  go, 
That  birds  again  would  never  sing. 
But  now  the  sky  is  blue  and  clear 
The  air  is  warm  and  April's  here. 


Anne  Sellars, 
Grade  VI. 
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With  Grade  Nine  in  Scotland 


Grade  Ten 


Find  the  names  of  the  twenty-three  girls  in  Grade 
Nine. 

It  was  DAWN  and  a  GAIL  had  been  blowing 
across  the  FORD  stirring  the  MOSS  beside  the 
ROSS  River.  A  RAE  of  sunlight  made  the  scales 
of  the  BASS  in  the  river  shine.  In  MUS  -  GROVE 
and  EL  -  WOOD  the  LYNN-don  trees  were  silent 
now. 

On  this  beautiful  morning  Andrew  LAIRD 
brought  out  his  old  SHELLEY-ly  from  SIDG- 
WICK,  Ireland.  The  black-SMITH,  Angus 
McFARLAND,  was  hammering  on  his  ANS  vil 
and  the  children  were  s-KIPP-ing  in  the  streets. 
ELIZABETH,  the  blacksmith's  wife,  was  talking 
to  Miss  MIRIAM,  the  new  carolist,  commending 
her  on  the  beauty  of  the  two  CAROLS  she  sang 
last  Sunday.  ALL  -  MAN  has  FAITH  on  a  morn- 
ing such  as  this. 

Grade  IX. 


Christmas  Boxes 

During  three  consecutive  days  of  December, 
commencing  on  December  6,  we  brought  toys, 
canned  goods,  and  clothing  in  aid  of  children  who 
are  less  fortunate  than  ourselves. 

These  lovely  presents  were  packed  in 
"Christmas  Boxes"  and  then  sent  to  Canadian 
Save  the  Children  Fund,  to  a  School  in  Red  Deer, 
Alberta,  and  also  to  Point  Douglas  Mission. 


Founder's  Day  Rally 

The  16th  Company,  Winnipeg  attended  the 
Scout  and  Guide  Rally,  which  was  held  on  Sunday, 
February  19th  at  3:00  p.m.  in  the  Winnipeg  Civic 
Auditorium.  As  the  Lieutenant  Governor  entered 
it  was  an  impressive  picture  to  see  all  the  Guides, 
Brownies,  Scouts  and  Cubs  standing  in  the  strictest 
silence.  Both  the  Scouts  and  Guides  acted  in  the 
pageants.  The  Scouts  showed  how  the  Guide- 
Scout  movement  developed  from  a  small  group  of 
interested  boys  and  girls  to  the  immense  organiza- 
tion it  is  today.  The  Guides  illustrated  the 
hugeness  of  the  movement  with  their  flags  and 
uniforms  of  many  countries  and  they  told  of  the 
cabanya  now  being  built  in  Mexico. 

All  in  all,  the  afternoon  was  one  for  all 
guides  to  remember. 


Elsie  Albertsen — "He  that  hath  patience  may  com- 
pass anything." 

Judy   Bonnycastle — "Then   he  will  talk  -  -  good 
gods!  how  he  will  talk!" 

Phyllis    Brodie — "And    then    she    danced    —    oh 
heaven,  her  dancing!" 

Pat  Craig — "I  am  not  arguing  with  you  —  I  am 
telling  you." 

Kathy   Fahlman — "Cleanliness   is   indeed   next   to 
godliness." 

Naomi  Genser — "If  music  be  the  food  of  love, 

play  on." 
Margaret  Gillespie — "But  me  no  buts." 
Leone  Heuchert — "Better  late  than  never." 

Beryl  Hoare — "Oh  to  be  in  England, 
Now  that  April's  there  .  .  ." 

Shelagh  Kelsey — "God  forbid  that  I  should  go  to 
any  heaven  in  which  there  are  no  horses." 

Joan   Laird — -"He   doth   nothing   but   talk  of  his 

horse." 
Margaret     MacDermid  —  "A     penny     for     your 

thought." 

Linda   Manchester — "A   gentle   minde    by   gentle 
deeds  is  knowne." 

Gale   McLaughlin — "Oh,   make   us   "happy"    and 
you  make  us  good." 

Joan  Peterson — "A  horse!  A  horse!  my  kingdom 
for  a  horse!" 

Eva  Pokoly — "So  much  one  man  can  do, 
That  does  both  act  and  know." 

Reesa  Riesenberg — "I  have  mark'd 
A  thousand  blushing  apparitions 
To  stare  into  her  face." 

Carol  Stirling — "I'll  die  an  American." 

Jayne  Swinden — "Heard  melodies  are  sweet,  but 
those  unheard  are  sweeter." 

Alyson  Thomas — "My  eyes  make  pictures   when 
they  are  shut." 

Valdine  Thorkelson — "Thy  modesty's  a  candle  to 
thy  merit." 

Carol    Trimble — "What    is    history    but    a    fable 
agreed  upon." 

Carol  Wallace — "Practice  makes  perfect." 

Anne  Wheatcroft — "A  hard  beginning  maketh  a 
good  ending." 

Nancy  White — "Pearl  of  great  price." 

Mrs.  Vaughan's  feelings  by  4.00  p.m. 
"What  fools  these  mortals  be!" 
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THE   LIBRARY 


LIBRARY   REPORT 


This  year,  with  the  new  building,  Balmoral  Hah1  is  the  possessor  of  a  brand  new 
Library.  This  spacious  room,  of  which  we  are  most  proud,  is  bright  and  attractive,  and 
provides  an  ideal  place  for  study  and  quiet  reading. 

The  Library  is  also  the  home  of  our  new  and  much  admired  trophy  cabinet,  and 
the  famous  Sir  James  Aikins  Memorial  House  Trophy. 

We  are  happy  to  express  our  appreciation  in  this  magazine  for  the  many  gifts  and 
books  which  have  been  given  to  the  Library  during  the  past  year  and  special  appreciation 
for  the  new  set  of  Encyclopaedia  Britannica,  the  lovely  mahogany  table  and  the  painting 
by  Masson. 

But  even  more  than  gifts  is  the  work  which  is  now  in  progress  to  organize  our 
Library.  The  Mothers'  Auxiliary  has  great  plans  which  include  assistance  at  our  Library 
Tea  —  a  Mother-Daughter  project  being  held  in  May,  to  raise  funds  for  new  books  and 
for  the  complete  cataloguing  of  the  Library.  Thanks  to  the  expert  guidance  of  Miss 
Myrtle  Lewis,  Mrs.  Moody  and  her  workshop  committee,  we  hope  to  find  the  Dewey 
System  functioning  smoothly  by  next  September. 

I  should  like  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  all  the  girls  on  the  Executive  and 
Committee  who  were  so  helpful  in  unpacking  the  books  in  November,  organizing  a  tem- 
porary but  workable  system,  and  have  continued  throughout  the  year  to  keep  the  Library 
in  good  order.  And  I  am  sure  that  my  committee  joins  me  in  thanking  Miss  Foster  for  her 
constant  support  and  advice  throughout  this  interesting  year  of  change  to  new  sur- 
roundings. 

Lyn   Stephen, 

Librarian. 
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THE  LIBRARY  EXECUTIVE 


Chief  Librarian 


Carol  Cross 
Diane  Grindley 
Jacqueline  Hoare 
Judy  Lewthwaite 


Lyn  Stephen 

Jennifer  Rose 
Joanne  Blight 
Gayle  McLean 
Daphne  Smith 


Carol  McNeill 


Committee 


X      Judy  Bonnycastle 
Shelagh  Kelsey 
Carol  Trimble 
Nancy  White 


IX     Maureen  Ford 
Barbara  Sidgwick 
Elizabeth  Kilgour 
Jane  Ross 


Balmoral  Book  Worm 

There  are  long  worms  and  short  worms 
And  fat,  crawly  inchworms 
But  the  Balmoral  Hall  worm 
Is  a  spectacled  Book  Worm. 

With  "specs"  on  his  nose 
And  a  book  in  his  hand 
Our  Balmoral  Book  Worm 
Presided. 

"Please  purchase!"  quoth  he 
At  our  Library  Tea — 
And  library  books  were 
Provided. 

The  Library  Tea 

A  Mother  and  Daughter  Project 

The  book  worm  came  into  his  own  when  used 
as  the  decoration  theme  for  a  very  successful 
library  project  on  May  2  5th.  Since  1950  when 
Rupert's  Land  and  Riverbend  amalgamated,  a  tem- 
porary filing  system  has  been  functioning  but  it 
has  been  known  for  some  time  that  the  library 
should  be  catalogued  under  one  system,  that  never 
used  books  should  give  place  to  books  that  are 
greatly  needed  and  that  students  should  be  at- 
tracted to  the  Library  and  hence  to  wider  reading. 

The  Library  Committee  of  the  Mothers'  Auxil- 
iary under  the  direction  of  Miss  Myrtle  Lewis  now 


retired  from  the  Department  of  Education  Library, 
set  to  work  to  carry  out  this  project  and  plan  to 
have  it  completed  by  September  of  this  year. 
Funds  were  needed  for  cataloguing,  equipment 
and  new  books,  and  a  Library  Tea  seemed  to  be 
the  answer. 

Under  the  able  organization  of  the  House 
Heads,  the  students  raised  $875.00.  How  did  they 
do  it?  Each  House  had  its  own  tea  table  attract- 
ively set  up  in  the  gymnasium  and  in  addition 
each  House  directed  a  project.  Ballater  organized 
games  in  the  Common  Room.  Braemar  had  a  fish 
pond  in  the  Art  Studio  and  sold  cold  drinks  and 
"Balmoralbergs"  in  the  Home  Economics  Room. 
Craig  Gowan's  Home  Cooking  table  in  the  Kin- 
dergarten was  highly  successful  and  Glen  Gairn 
contributed  attractively  packaged  home-made 
candy,  and  bags  and  bags  of  popcorn. 

The  book  project  was  a  huge  success.  About 
one  hundred  carefully  selected  books  were  dis- 
played in  the  centre  of  the  tea  room  and  interested 
parents  and  friends,  impressed  by  the  clever  book 
worms,  purchased  the  books  and  placed  them  on 
a  specially  prepared  library  shelf  at  the  door. 
When  the  books  were  all  sold  many  purchased 
book  covers  which  had  been  selected  by  the  com- 
mittee and  designed  by  the  girls.  Receipts  from 
this  book  project  amounted  to  five  hundred  dol- 
lars. Thanks  to  generous  donors,  the  grand  total 
at  the  end  of  this  very  successful  and  happy  after- 
noon was  just  over  $1,500.00.  What  a  Library 
we  shall  have  in  September. 
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SPORTS 


THE    BASKETBALL   TEAM 

STANDING— Di.  Smith,  G.  McLean,  J.  Lewthwaite,  B.  McRae,  L.  Stephen,  Da.  Smith. 
KNEELING— E.  Pokoly,  G.  McLaughlin.  J.  Mathewson,  J.  McDiarmid,  B.  Hoare,  D.  McPhail. 
SITTING — Jacquie  Hoare,   Sports  Captain. 


SPORTS  REPORT,  1955  - 1956 

As  I  compile  the  material  for  this  report,  I 
notice  that  sports  have  played  an  important  part 
this  year  at  Balmoral  Hall.  The  activity  started  with 
Sports  Day  and  continued  through  the  year  with 
volleyball,  basketball,  skating,  broomball,  base- 
ball, ping-pong  and  swimming. 

I  would  like  to  thank  Mrs.  Watton  for  all 
the  help  that  she  has  given  me  throughout  the 
year  and  for  arranging  the  exhibition  basketball 
matches.  I  would  also  like  to  thank  the  school 
basketball  team  for  attending  practices  so  regularly 
and  enthusiastically,  and  don't  forget  that  "energy- 
giving"  Lucozade,  girls!  My  thanks  go  also  to  the 
sports  captains  of  each  House,  Jane  Matheson, 
Beryl  Hoare,  Jennifer  Rose  and  Judy  Lewthwaite. 
In  closing  I  would  like  to  wish  every  success  to 
next  year's  Sports  Captain.  Even  though  I  won't 
be  present  to  present  her  with  the  pin  personally, 
she  can  be  assured  of  my  good  wishes. 

Jacquie  Hoare, 
Sports  Captain 


TRACK  AND  FIELD 

October  12th,  cold  but  sunny,  marked  the 
occasion  of  our  Sports  Day.  The  variety  of  events 
allowed  every  girl  to  participate  in  the  sport  of 
her  choice.  Competition  was  keen,  as  one  could 
judge  by  the  final  result.  Braemar  captured  the 
honours  with  Craig  Gowan  placing  a  close  second 
and  Ballater  third. 

Senior  Champion — Judy  Lewthwaite,  Glen 
Gairn. 

Intermediate  Champion — Leslie  Musgrove, 
Braemar. 

Junior  Champion — Caroline  Shepard,  Braemar. 

Midget  Champion — Susan  Hamilton,  Ballater. 

BASKETBALL 

Basketball — As  there  were  so  many  enthusiastic 
participants  for  basketball  this  year,  the  house 
games  proved  to  be  very  exciting  and  very  close. 
Craig  Gowan  succeeded  in  obtaining  first  place, 
and  Ballater  and  Braemar  tied  for  second  position. 
Glen  Gairn  placed  fourth. 
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This  year  no  school  team  entered  the  City 
League  Basketball  Tournament,  but  a  team  did 
represent  the  School  in  some  exhibition  games. 
The  team  was  very  successful  and  the  girls  prac- 
tised long  and  hard  to  obtain  victory.  For  their 
outstanding  ability  in  basketball  six  girls  received 
their  basketball  colours:  Jacquie  Hoare,  Joy  Mc- 
Diarmid,  Gayle  McLean,  Dianne  McPhail,  Daphne 
and  Diane  Smith.    Congratulations,  girls. 

VOLLEYBALL 

Volleyball — The  Inter-House  volleyball  games 
showed  keen  competition  and  spirit.  Craig  Gowan 
placed  first  in  the  tournament,  Braemar  second, 
and  Glen  Gairn  and  Ballater  third.  Congratula- 
tions, Craig  Gowan. 

Four  girls  were  awarded  their  volleyball  letters 
for  good  work  here:  Jacquie  Hoare,  Joy  Mc- 
Diarmid,  Gale  McLaughlin,  and  Diane  Smith. 
Congratulations  again. 

BROOMBALL 

Broomball — The  members  of  the  four  houses 
participated  in  a  game  new  to  us  this  year — that  of 
broomball.  It  provided  lots  of  entertainment  al- 
though no  goals  were  scored. 

ALUMNAE  MATCH 

Volleyball  won  by  Old  girls — Basketball  won 
by  Present  girls. 


SKATING 

Skating — In  addition  to  Broomball  as  an  out- 
door winter  activity,  we  also  had  our  annual 
skating  races.  As  usual  they  provided  close  com- 
petition and  fun.  Each  house  chose  a  representa- 
tive from  Grades  7  and  8;  Grades  9  and  10;  and 
11  and  12.  Geraldine  Jacobson  of  Craig  Gowan, 
Lesley  Musgrove  of  Braemar,  and  Dianne  McPhail 
of  Glen  Gairn  were  the  respective  winners.  The 
junior  skating  races  were  very  exciting  and  when 
the  points  were  finally  totalled,  Craig  Gowan 
placed  first,  Glen  Gairn  and  Ballater  a  close  sec- 
ond and  third,  and  Braemar  fourth. 

PING  PONG 

House  honours  go  to  Craig  Gowan  with  Jen- 
nifer Rose  the  Senior  Champion,  Miriam  Lazareck 
the  Intermediate  Champion.  Ginny  Cernohlavek 
and  Susan  Peers  won  the  intermediate  doubles  and 
Joy  McDiarmid  and  Jacquie  Hoare  the  senior 
doubles. 

SWIMMING 

Three  cheers  for  Braemar  who  once  again 
swam  off  with  the  trophy  at  the  Swimming  Meet 
on  May  23rd.  Intermediates  and  Seniors  competed 
in  style,  speed,  and  novelty  races.  Top  scorer  in 
Senior  diving  was  Jane  Mathewson  of  Ballater 
House  and  Craig  Gowan  won  the  House  relay. 


CRAIG    GOWAN    FIRST   VOLLEYBALL   TEAM 

BACK  ROW— D.  Elwood,  L.  Stephen.  B.  McRae.  P.  Smith.  N.  Genser,  J.  Blight. 

FRONT  ROW— L  Capling,  Di.  Smith,  Daphne  Smith,  B.  Sidgwick,  E.  Pokoly. 

CRAIG    GOWAN's    SECOND    VOLLEYBALL    TEAM:     Jennifer    Rose    (Captain),    Anthea    Dykes,    Donna 

Lowery,    Diane    Grindley,    Carol    McNeill,    Judy    Bonnycastle,    Carol    Stilling,    Carol   Trimble,    Susan    Peers, 

Alix  Palk,  Geraldine  Jacobson,  Wendy  Bracken. 
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GYMNASTIC    CHAMPIONS    1955-1956 


Senior    Gymnast 
Runner   up 
Intermediate 
Junior  — 


—  Joy   McDiarmid 

Carol   Wallace 

Margaret   Fisher 
Anita   Urquhart 


Midget 


Janet  Arnold,  Jane  Moody 


EXCHANGES 


The  Editors  wish  to  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges: 

ALMAFILIAN      -----------   Alma  College,  St.  Thomas,  Ontario 

THE  SHIELD  ------------   The  Annie  Wright  Seminary,  Tacoma,  Washington 

THE  ATHERLEY  SCHOOL  MAGAZINE  -     -     -   The  Atherley  School,  Southampton,  England 
BISHOP   STRACHAN   SCHOOL  MAGAZINE   -   The  Bishop  Strachan  School.  Toronto.  Ontario 
THE    BRANKSOME   SLOGAN   ------  Branksome  Hall,  Toronto,  Ontario 

THE  CROFTONIAN     ---------   Crofton  House  School,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

BREEZES    -------------   Daniel  Mclntyre  Collegiate  Institute,  Winnipeg 

SAMARA    -------------   Elmwood,  Ottawa,  Ontario 

PURPLE  AND  GOLD  ---------   Gordon  Bell  High  School,  Winnipeg 

OLLA  PODRIDA       ----------   Halifax  Ladies'  College,  Halifax,  Nova  Scotia 

LUDEMUS       ------------   Havergal  College,  Toronto,  Ontario 

NEWTONIAN      -----------   Isaac  Newton  High  School,  Winnipeg 

PER  ANNOS  ------ King's  Hall,  Compton,  P.Q. 

THE    MORETONIAN    ---------   Moreton  Hall.  Weston  Rhym,  Oswestry,  Shrops. 

THE  TALLOW  DIP  ----------   Netherwood  School,  Rothesay,  N.B. 

VOCAMUS      ------------    Ou'Appelle  Diocesan  School.  Regina.  Sask. 

BLEATINGS    ------------  St.  Agnes  School.  Albany,  NY. 

ST.  HELEN'S  SCHOOL  MAGAZINE  -     -     -     -   St.  Helen's  School,  Dunham.  Quebec 

THE   EAGLE  ------------  St.  ] ohn' s-Ravenscourt,  Fort  Garry,  Manitoba 

CARDINAL     ------------   St.  Margaret's  School,  Victoria.  B.C. 

PIBROCH   -------------   Strathallan.  Hamilton.   Ontario 

TRAFALGAR    ECHOES      -     -     -  -     -     -     -   Trafalgar  School,  Montreal,  Quebec 

TRICTICS-     -- .--_   United  College,   Winnipeg,  Man. 

THE  WINKLER   COLLEGIAN  ------    Winkler  Collegiate,  Winkler,  Manitoba 

THE  YORK  HOUSE  CHRONICLE  -----   York  House  School,  Vancouver.  B.C. 
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BALMORAL   HALL   CALENDAR 


Sept. 
Sept. 
Sept. 
Sept. 

20 
21 
27 
30 

Oct. 

6 

Oct. 

7 

Oct. 

12 

CHRISTMAS  TERM  1955 

Sept.   14     Boarders  arrive. 

Sept.   1  5     Opening  Prayers 

Diane  Smith,  Head  Girl,  receives  her 
cord. 

Sept.  19  Jacqueline  Hoare  elected  Sports  Cap- 
tain. 

House  Heads  elected. 
Class  Presidents  elected. 
First  House  Meetings. 
Prefects  and  Seniors  assist  at  St  John's- 
Ravenscourt  Coffee  Party. 
House  Heads  receive  pins  from  former 
Heads. 

Thanksgiving  Weekend. 
Jacqueline  Hoare  presented  with  School 
Captain's  Pin  by  Geills  Kilgour. 
School  Prayers:  Rev.  N.  R.  Mercer. 

Oct.  14  School  Prayers:  Dr.  H.  A.  Young,  Tor- 
onto, and  Rev.  Canon  L.  F.  Wilmot. 

Oct.    18     Sports  Day. 

Oct.    20     Boarders  attend  "The  Messiah". 

Oct.    24     United  Nations'  Day. 

Oct.    28     Initiation  Party. 

Nov.  1  School  Choir  sings  at  St.  John's  College 
Commemoration  Service  in  the  Cathed- 
ral. 

Nov.  2  Junior  Symphony  attended  by  Grades 
VII,  VIII  and  IX. 

Nov.  3  Boarders  attend  performance  by  Royal 
Winnipeg  Ballet. 

Nov.     8     First  Girl  Guide  Meeting. 

Nov.     9     First  meeting  of  Library  Executive. 

Nov.  10     First  meeting  of  Magazine  Executive. 

Nov.   11     Armistice  Day:  Rev.  Canon  L.  F.  Wil- 
mot took  a  special  Service. 
Moving  day  to  new  building. 

Nov.   14     Two  more  prefects  appointed. 

First  day  in  New  School  Building. 

Boarders'  Weekend 

Boarders  see  "La  Boheme". 

Boarders  see  "H.M.S.  Pinafore  ". 

Boarders  attend  University  production 

of  "Hamlet". 

Christmas  Examinations. 

Christmas  Party  for  Staff,  Prefects  and 

Boarders. 

Dec.    20     Christmas  Carol  Service  2:30  p.m. 

Opening  and  Dedication  of  New  Build- 
ing 3:30  p.m. 
School  closes  for  Christmas   Vacation. 

EASTER  TERM  1956 

Jan.     10     Boarders  return. 
Jan.      11     School  re-opens. 


Nov. 

18 

Nov. 

22 

Nov. 

23 

Nov. 

28 

Dec.  9-20 

Dec. 

19 

Jan. 

23 

Jan. 

27 

Feb. 

2 

Feb. 

15 

Feb. 

24 

Feb. 

28 

Feb. 

29 

Mar. 

1 

Mar. 

7 

Mar. 

8 

Mar. 

9 

Mar. 

12 

Mar. 

14 

Mar. 

17 

Mar. 

20 

Mar. 

28 

Apr. 
Apr. 

10 
11 

Apr. 
Apr. 
Apr. 

13 
14 
20 

May 

2 

May 
May 

18 

23 

May 
May 

25 
31 

June 

9 

June 

10 

June 

15 

Inspector  D.  H.  Stewart  visits  Balmoral 

Hall. 

Skating    and    Tobogganing    Party    for 

Grade  XI  and  XII. 

(Basketball — Day-Girls  vs.   Boarders.) 
Rev.    Canon    Ahab   Spence   of  Wilkie, 
Saskatchewan,  came  to  Prayers. 
Ash  Wednesday — School  Prayers:  Rev. 
J.  C.  Clough. 
Alumnae  Games'  Night. 
Boarders  attend  performance  of  Royal 
Winnipeg  Ballet. 

Craig  Gowan  wins  Basketball  series. 
Broomball  participated  in  by  all  Houses. 
Basketball    Game — Balmoral    Hall    vs 
Churchill  High. 
Skating  Races. 

School   Gymnastics    Competitions 

Boarders'  Weekend. 

Basketball    Game — Balmoral    Hall    vs. 
Churchill  High. 

Balmoral  Hall  Auxiliary  Meeting. 

Manitoba  Gymnastic  Competitions. 
Cadet  Ball  at  St.  John's-Ravenscourt. 
28th — Easter  Term  Examinations. 

School  closes  for  the  Easter  Vacation. 


SUMMER  TERM 

Boarders  return 
School  re-opens. 
House  pins  presented. 
Red  Cross  Drive. 
Alumnae  Scholarship  Tea. 
Junior   High   School   Play,    "The  Em- 
peror's New  Clothes". 
Salk  Vaccine — Kindergarten  to  Grade 
VIII. 

21st  Victoria  Day  Weekend. 
Inter  -  House      Swimming      Meet      at 
Y.W.C.A. 

Mother-Daughter  Library  Tea. 
Demonstration    of    Junior    and    Senior 
Gymnastics  3  p.m. 

Presentation  of  Athletic  Awards  4  p.m. 
Alumnae  Luncheon  for  Graduating 
Class. 

Closing  Service,  St.  Luke's  Church  7 
p.m. 

Closing  Exercises  at  Westminster 
Church,  3  p.m.,  followed  by  Garden 
Party  at  Balmoral  Hall  and  Graduation 
Dance  at  the  School,  9  p.m. 


(faaduatet 


CAROL  CROSS: 

Carol,  secretary  of  Braemar,  has  had  an  active 
year  playing  volleyball  and  swimming.  She  was 
class  president  for  a  term  and  a  valuable  member 
of  the  Library  Executive.  An  efficient  prefect 
and  jovial  boarder,  our  "Historian"  plans  to  "take 
off"  next  year  to  British  Columbia  to  begin  nursing 
in  the  Vancouver  General  Hospital.  We  all  wish 
you  the  best,  Carol. 


DIANE  GRINDLEY: 

"Grin,'  the  "Liberace"  of  grade  XII,  has  sup- 
plied the  music  for  our  hymns  every  morning 
throughout  the  past  year.  She  is  the  able  secre- 
tary of  Craig  Gowan  House  and  has  participated 
in  Craig  Gowan  sports  this  year.  She  is  also 
a  member  of  the  library  executive.  We  wish  her 
bonne  chance  in  the  future  for  whatever  she  may 
do. 


JACQUELINE  HOARE: 

Jacquie,  our  popular  and  able  Sports  Captain  is 
Grade  Twelve's  "ray  of  sunshine."  Participating 
in  all  School  sports,  she  reecived  her  letters  for 
basketball  and  volleyball.  She  is  also  a  prefect  of 
two  years'  standing  and  is  on  the  magazine  execu- 
tive. Next  year  will  find  Jacquie  in  England  at 
the  Platype  School  of  Business,  regaining  her  Eng- 
glish  accent.     Good  luck,  Jacquie. 


JUDY  LEWTHWAITE: 

Judy,  our  new  girl  from  Emerson,  is  one  of 
Grade  XII's  most  popular  and  cheerful  members. 
Active  in  sports  Judy  was  Glen  Gairn's  sports 
captain,  won  the  Senior  Field  Day  cup,  swam  and 
played  volleyball,  basketball  and  ping-pong.  Piano, 
choir  and  the  Magazine  Executive  also  found  a 
place  in  Judy's  busy  schedule.  The  residence  will 
miss  Judy's  tea  drinking  next  year  as  she  starts 
her  career  in  Pharmacy.  Best  of  luck,  Judy ! 


CAROL  McNEILL : 

"Candy"  hails  from  Empress,  Alberta.  This 
year  she  was  on  the  Library  Executive  and  played 
on  the  house  volleyball  team.  Candy  is  notorious 
in  the  residence  for  her  quiet  (?)  laugh.  Her  pet 
peeve  is  trying  to  take  both  grade  eleven  and 
twelve  Chemistry  at  once  (right  Miss  Sharman?). 
She  still  keeps  everyone  guessing  about  that  week- 
end in  Emerson.  Next  year  Candy  plans  to  take 
up  nursing  and  we  wish  her  every  success. 


JENNIFER  ROSE: 

"Jeff"  this  year's  Senior  Prefect  has  had  an 
active  year.  She  spirited  Craig  Gowan  to  victory 
in  volleyball  and  basketball,  and  undertook  the 
organization  of  the  ping-pong  tournament.  In 
between  games  Jeff  found  time  to  play  the  piano 
and  sing  soprano  in  the  choir.  She  was  also 
a  member  of  the  Library  and  Magazine  Execu- 
tives. Next  year,  Balmoral's  loss  will  be  the 
General  Hospital's  gain  as  Jeff  starts  her  nursing 
career. 


PATRICIA  SMITH: 

Pat  can  be  found  at  noon  either  playing  ping- 
pong  or  discussing  a  formula  in  Chemistry  with 
her  fellow  students.  She  is  a  soprano  in  the  choir 
and  is  a  member  of  the  Library  and  Magazine 
Executives.  Pat  also  has  played  basketball  and 
volleyball  for  Craig  Gowan,  and  has  been  Grade 
Twelve's  Class  president  for  a  term.  Next  year 
Pat  plans  to  enter  the  Winnipeg  General  Hos- 
pital and  we  shall  miss  our  cheery  prefect.  Good 
luck,  Pat! 


JOANNE  BLIGHT 

As  a  loyal  supporter  of  Craig  Gowan  House,  Jo 
has  spent  four  good  years  at  Balmoral  Hall. 
Besides  being  Vice-President  of  grade  eleven 
class,  Jo  is  a  member  of  the  advertising  committee 
for  the  magazine  and  is  also  a  member  of  the 
choir.  Her  future  plans  including  nursing  after 
Grade  XII  at  Balmoral.    Best  of  luck,  Joanne. 


GAIL  BURROWS 

"Abbie"  can  always  be  found  with  an  infectious 
giggle.  While  spending  ten  enviable  years  at 
Balmoral  Hall  she  has  been  a  loyal  supporter  of 
Glen  Gairn  House,  is  one  of  the  choir's  altos  and 
played  volleyball.  Gail  is  going  to  Success  Busi- 
ness College  next  year.  Best  of  luck  in  your 
future  plans,  Gail. 


ROBIN  BROWN 

This  "gal  with  the  yellow  hair"  is  better  known 
to  all  as  "Butch".  She  is  from  Lac  du  Bonnet  and 
has  attended  Balmoral  as  a  boarder  and  as  a  day 
girl.  After  graduating  she  plans  to  take  a  business 
course.  Heaps  of  luck  in  your  work  next  year 
"Butch"' 


BRENDA  DOUGALL 

Brenda,  our  dancer  from  Port  Arthur,  can 
usually  be  seen  either  coming  from  or  going  to 
ballet.  She  is  a  prefect  and  between  lessons, 
she  finds  time  to  be  the  very  competent  editor  of 
our  magazine,  a  gymnast,  and  a  redhead.  Brenda, 
who  is  famous  for  her  colourful  knee  socks,  her 
"hairdos",  and  originality  and  wit,  has  a  lively 
interest  in  Edmonton.  Next  year  while  pursuing 
further  knowledge  at  United  College,  Brenda  will 
continue  her  work  at  the  Canadian  School  of 
Ballet. 


ANTHEA  DYKES 

"Dirk",  from  the  oil  city  of  Wetaskiwin,  has 
spent  two  years  here  making  the  residence  "rock" 
to  her  jive  records.  She  not  only  holds  together 
the  alto  section  in  the  choir  but  is  an  ardent 
pianist.  Anthea,  our  former  class  president,  en- 
joys taking  part  in  basketball,  volleyball  and 
swimming.  As  well  she  finds  time  to  keep  track 
of  our  activities  in  the  school  log.  Grade  XII 
will  see  Anthea  next  year  before  she  heads  for 
the  University. 


JOY  FITTON 

"Joyous"  comes  from  Nipawin,  Saskatchewan. 
She  is  an  enthusiastic  singer  and  livens  the  life  in 
residence  with  her  songs  and  is  a  member  of  the 
school  choir.  She  enjoys  volleyball  and  also 
swimming.  "Polish  your  shoes",  Joy  says  as  she 
is  uniform  monitress  for  Ballater  House.  Next 
year  will  see  Joy  in  Grade  XII  at  Balmoral  Hall 
before  she  begins  her  work  in  the  field  of 
Medicine. 


DONNA  LOWERY 

Donna,  a  member  of  Craig  Gowan,  was  our 
representative  for  the  Red  Cross  this  year.  Donna 
is  a  soprano  in  the  choir,  a  talented  pianist  and  an 
excellent  volleyball  server.  She  has  long  amused 
us  with  her  efforts  en  francais.  We  shall  not 
soon  forget  those  little  remarks  followed  by  that 
laugh  with  which  she  has  so  often  lifted  us  from 
the  depths  of  despair.  Her  future  plans  include 
nursing  after  Grade  XII  at  Balmoral  Hall.  The 
very  best  to  you  in  the  future,  Donna. 


JANE  MATHEWSON: 

Janie,  our  energetic  Eaton's  Junior  Councillor, 
is  a  member  of  the  magazine  executive  and  an 
alto  in  the  school  choir.  The  capable  sports  cap- 
tain of  Ballater  House  was  very  active  in  both 
volleyball  and  basketball;  she  also  swims,  plays 
broomball  and  skates  (dusts  the  ice!).  Jannikin's 
cheerful  laughter  may  soon  echo  at  U.  of  M. 


GAIL  McCULLOCH: 

Gail  came  to  us  this  year  from  St.  Michael's 
Academy  in  Brandon.  She  has  supported  Braemar 
in  both  volleyball  and  basketball,  also  taking  an 
active  interest  in  swimming.  Gail  keeps  us  posted 
on  the  activities  of  the  Brandon  Regals.  She 
plans  to  return  to  Balmoral  Hall  next  year.  Good 
luck,  Gail. 


JOY  McDIARMID: 

"Joey"  a  prefect  and  head  of  Braemar  House 
is  our  advertising  manager  and  a  member  of  the 
school  choir  (oh,  that  voice!).  Excelling  in  all 
sports,  she  received  her  "Letter'  in  both  basketball 
and  volleyball — is  a  swimmer  and  is  this  year's 
senior  gymnast.  Congratulations  on  all  counts. 
We  wait  for  the  day  when  we  address  her  as 
"Doctor  Joey." 


GAYLE     McLEAN: 

"Gaylia"  our  pert  and  pretty  head  of  Ballater 
House  has  an  enviable  eleven-year  record  at  this 
School.  She  is  an  efficient  member  of  the  library 
executive  and  an  alto  in  the  school  choir.  She 
was  also  active  in  volleyball,  swimming  and  broom- 
ball  and  winner  of  a  basketball  "Letter."  Next 
year  Gayle  plans  to  attend  the  University  of  Mani- 
toba. 


DIANNE  McPHAIL: 

"Pixie"  is  a  prefect  and  the  energetic  head  of 
Glen  Gairn  House.  She  has  been  active  in  all 
sports  (especially  basketball)  and  sings  in  the 
school  choir.  Next  year  Di  will  be  adding  her 
sparkle  to  the  halls  of  Success  Business  College. 
We'll  miss  you  Di.  Good  luck  in  your  future 
plans. 


BETTY  McRAE: 

Betty,  alias  Granny,  can  always  be  depended 
upon  to  keep  the  boarders  smiling  and  happy.  She 
is  Craig  Gowan's  star  centre  and  uniform  moni- 
tress.  Betty  participates  in  the  choir,  school 
basketball  team  and  is  exchange  editor  of  our 
magazine.  She  is  noted  for — her  infectious  laugh, 
and  her  impeccable  taste  in  clothes.  Betty's  plans 
for  next  year  include  Grade  XII  at  Balmoral  Hall 
before  entering  University  of  Manitoba.  All  the 
best,  Gran! 


AUDREY  PETURSON: 

This  gal,  a  one  time  boarder,  hies  from  the 
far  north  of  Thicket  Portage  and  is  better  known 
as  Pete.  This  year  she  has  been  House  Secretary 
for  Ballater  House.  September  will  find  her  back 
at  Balmoral  for  Grade  XII  before  she  begins  her 
course  to  train  as  laboratory  technician.  Best  of 
luck,  Pete! 


DAPHNE  SMITH: 

Daph — our  vivacious  Craig  Gowan  House  Head 
is  the  eldest  of  the  "talented  twosome."  She  has 
participated  in  all  school  activities,  is  an  en- 
thusiastic member  of  both  volleyball  and  basket- 
ball teams  and  swimming  team  and  the  proud 
possessor  of  a  basketball  "Letter."  Her  contribu- 
tions also  include  a  position  on  the  library  execu- 
tive and  in  the  school  choir.  Daph.  the  "prez" 
of  our  "100  club,"  plans  to  enter  Science  at  the 
University  of  Manitoba  next  year.  Heres  to  you, 
Daph! 


DIANE  SMITH: 

Di  our  energetic  Head  Girl,  who  is  always  ready 
to  lend  a  helping  hand  is  the  other  half  of  the 
"talented  twosome."  Despite  her  many  School 
duties,  she  has  also  found  time  for  the  School 
choir  and  the  magazine  exeuctive.  She  is  the 
proud  wearer  of  basketball  and  volleyball  "Letters" 
and  participated  in  the  broomball,  skating  and 
swimming  events  for  Craig  Gowan.  You'll  see 
"Spi"  out  at  the  University  of  Manitoba  next  year. 


MARILYN  STEPHENSON: 

Marilyn  is  our  class  president  and  is  Braemar's 
uniform  monitress.  She  has  been  active  this  year 
on  the  advertising  side  of  the  magazine,  in  library 
work,  and  in  the  soprano  section  of  our  choir  and 
has  even  had  time  for  some  games.  Once  a 
boarder,  Marilyn  has  taken  "great  care"  of  the 
Grade  XI's  in  residence  and  we  certainly  hope  to 
see  Marilyn  back  for  Grade  XII  next  year  before 
she  begins  life  at  the  University. 

LYN  STEPHEN: 

Lyn  is  a  prefect  and  as  head  of  the  Senior 
Residence,  strives  to  keep  the  boarders  on  the 
straight  and  narrow  path.  She  has  been  Head 
Librarian  but  she  also  finds  time  for  the  choir 
and  plays  the  piano.  She  plays  volleyball,  swims 
and  is  a  guard  on  the  school  basketball  team.  In 
spite  of  all  her  many  occupations  she  manages  to 
maintain  a  heavy  correspondence  with  Toronto. 
Lyn  will  brighten  the  life  in  Grade  XII  next 
September  before  she  dons  a  cap  at  the  Winnipeg 
General  Hospital. 
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GRADUATES— JUNE     1955 


THE   SCHOOL   DIRECTOHY 


Adams,  Judith 

c/o  660  Portage  Avenue 
Adams,  Lynda 

c/o  660  Portage  Avenue 
Albertsen,  Elsie 

Homewood,  Manitoba       -     -    Carman  122-4 
Albertsen,  Carol 

Homewood,  Manitoba       -     -    Carman  122-4 
Allman,  Gail 

236  Victoria  Crescent  -     -     -     -     -20-1558 
Andison,  Maryel 

74  Roslyn  Crescent     -----  42-6753 
Andison,  Margaret 

74  Roslyn  Crescent     -----  42-6753 
Andison,  Charles 

74  Roslyn  Crescent     -----  42-6753 
Ans,  Sue 

Box  434,  Sioux  Lookout,  Ont.  -     -  388 

Armstrong,  Caroline 

405  Waverley  Street  -----  40-3329 
Armytage,  Kathleen 

72  Kingsway  Avenue  -----     4-6276 
Armytage,  Carol 

72  Kingsway  Avenue  -----     4-6276 
Arnold,  Janet 

638  Cordova  Street      -----  40-4054 
Askholm,  Donald 

242  Colony  Street  ------  74-9854 

Baker,  Nora 

1199   Wellington  Crescent   -     -     -  40-2744 
Band,  Lenore 

1117B   Grosvenor   Avenue   -     -     -     4-4220 
Bass,  Roberta 

32  Silvia  Street  -------  50-1900 

Beardsley,  Gail 

64  Monck  Avenue,   Norwood   -     -  42-2428 
Bjorklund,  Marion 

732Riverwood  Avenue     -     -     -     -     4-7584 
Blight,  Joanne 

233  Scotia  Street  ------  56-3832 

Bobrowski,  Carole 

462   Montague   Avenue   -     -     -     -     4-4886 


BONNYCASTLE,  JUDITH 

728   South   Drive  ----- 
Bracken,  Susan 

234  Oxford  Street  ----- 
Bracken,  Wendy 

320  Yale  Avenue  ----- 
Brodie,  Phyllis 

908  South  High  Street,  -     -     -     - 
Bloomington,  Indiana,  U.S.A. 
Brown,  Margot 

719  Kildonan  Drive  -     -     -     - 
Brown,  Robin 

Lac  du  Bonnet,  Man.  -     -     -     - 
Buchanan,  Margaret 

544  Ash  Street  ------ 

Burrell,  Rae 


40- 


-  42 
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40- 


-  75 


-  75 


-  40- 


115   Westgate   ----- 
Burrell,  Cydney 

115   Westgate  ----- 
Burrows,  Gail 

100  Hertford   Blvd.    -     -     - 
Burton,  Joan 

4616  Coronation  Drive,  -     - 
Calgary,  Alberta 
Butler,  Tasma 

103 30-1 20th  Street,     -     -     - 
Edmonton,  Alberta 
Cable,  Billie 

161  May  fair  Avenue  -     -     - 
Cannon,  Louise 

379  Montrose  Street  -     -     - 
Capling,  Lynn 

Ste.  22,  Royal  York  Apts       - 
Cernohlavek,  Jari  Lynn 

Box  206,  Bridger,  Montana,  U.S.A. 
Chant,  Margaret 

2   Sandra   Bay   -------     4 

Chown,  Alexander 

147   Eastgate     -----  SUnset  3 
Claydon,  Susan 

143  Summit  Ave.,  Port  Arthur,  Ont.     4 


1241 
2561 
4382 
9625 

7949 
265 
4904 
1701 
1701 
5581 
3517 


8-1578 


.  42- 


40 


-  92- 


2870 
1293 
4185 
3339 
7019 
1147 
1162 
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Alta. 


Apts. 


Crescent 


Manitoba 


Clough,  Elizabeth 

511  Stradbrooke  Avenue  - 
Clough,  Judith 

511  Stradbrooke  Avenue  - 
Colville,  Louise 

157   Carpathia  Crescent   - 
Colwill,  Virginia 

104  Roslyn  Road  -     -     - 
Connacher,  Ann 

250  Dromore  Avenue  -     - 
Craib,  Dianne 

447  Silver  Heights  Apts.  - 
Craig,  Patricia 

2224  Amherst  St.  Calgary, 
Cross,  Carol 

Box  420,  Kenora,  Ontario 
Cruse,  Dell 

103  Cunnington  Avenue  - 
Curry,  Kathleen 

247  Dromore  Avenue  -     - 
Dangerfield,  Pamela 

74   St.   Mary's  Road   -     - 
Davis,  Shelley 

Ste.    7,    Florence 
Dickson,  Deborah 

1034   Wellington 
Donaldson,  Shirley 

Box  159,  Virden, 

DOUGALL,   BRENDA 

154  South  High  Street,  -     -     -     - 
Port  Arthur,  Ontario 
Dowse,  Monica 

167  Kingston  Row  ------ 

Dykes,  Anthea 

Wetaskiwin,   Alberta   -     -     -     -     - 
Eaton,  Nancy  Ann 

1015   Wellington   Crescent   -     -     - 
Elliott,  Jacquelyn 

318  Kingsway  Avenue      -     -     -     - 
Elwood,  Diana 

273  Oxford  Street  ------ 

Emerson,  Carol 

963   Grosvenor   Avenue  -     -     -     - 
Evans,  Judith 

144  Ash  Street  ------- 

Fahlman,  Katharine 

Kinistino,    Sask.      ------ 

Fedorick,  Sandra  Lynn 

141    Langside  Street  -     -     -     -     - 
Ferguson,  Jane 

221  Waverley  Street  -     -     -     -     - 
Fields,  Carol  Anne 

265  Kingsway  Avenue      -     -     -     - 
Fisher,  Margaret 

13404-123  Avenue,  Edmonton,  Alta. 
Fitton,  Joy 

Nipawin,  Sask.  ------- 

Flintoft,  Ross 

134  Brock  Street  ------ 


4-6675 

4-6675 

40-5185 

4-5539 

4-6016 

83-4084 

44-1062 

20-3749 

4-4649 

42-2537 

75-1161 

40-3989 

478-J 

4-2745 

20-4198 

79 

40-2835 

42-5029 

40-2600 

42-7286 

40-4410 

61 

72-2201 

40-6194 

4-4666 


-2101 
40-7632 


Folliott,  Lynne 

401  Hosmer  Blvd.  -     -     -     - 

-     -  40-5823 

Ford,  Maureen 

c/o  Hudson  Bay  Company,  Chester- 

field Inlet,  via  Churchill, 

Man. 

Friesen,  Betty 

223  Kingston  Row      -     -     - 

-     -  20-3679 

Frith,  Leigh 

131  Kane  Avenue,  Silver  Heights  -  83-1134 

Funnell,  Lynn 

35  Oak  Street  ----- 

-     -  40-2085 

Funnell,  Sandra 

35   Oak  Street  ----- 

-     -  40-2085 

Gallie,  Joan 

Lynn  Lake,  Manitoba 

Genser,  Naomi 

70  Waterloo  Street      -     -     - 

-     -  40-2058 

Genser,  Barbara 

70  Waterloo  Street      -     -     - 

-     -  40-2058 

Gibbins,  Rose 

Box  420,  Kenora,  Ontario 

Gillespie,  Margaret 

155  Irving  Place,  N.  Kildonan 

EDison  1-6763 

Gillespie,  Barbara 

155  Irving  Place,  N.  Kildonan 

EDison  1-6763 

Glazerman,  Marcia 

272  Oxford  Street  -     -     -     - 

-     -  40-2403 

Glesby,  Carol 

161  McAdam  Avenue  -     -     - 

-     -  56-2515 

Gould,  Lesley 

26  Cedar  Place,  Norwood 

-     -  42-5694 

Grant,  Sheila 

86  Wildwood  Park      -     -     - 

-     -     4-5684 

Griffiths,  Vicky 

645    Kingsway    Avenue   - 

-     -  40-4958 

Grindley,  Diane 

139  Girton  Blvd.  -     -     -     - 

-     -  40-4633 

Guy,  Patrick  G. 

135   Eastgate     ----- 

-     -  72-5200 

Hamilton,  Judith 

123  Green  Avenue,  E.K. 

EDison  1-6123 

Hamilton,  Susan 

Copper  Cliff  Mining  Corp., 

Chibougamau,  P.Q. 

Harris,  Judith 

375  Niagara  Street     -     -     - 

-     -  40-4686 

Heuchert,  Leone 

335  Campbell  Street  -     -     - 

-     -  40-1184 

Hoare,  Jacqueline 

156   Sherburn   Street   -     -     - 

SUnset  3-6113 

Hoare,  Beryl 

156   Sherburn   Street   -     -     - 

SUnset  3-6113 

Howat,  Brenda 

319  Kelvin  Blvd.  -     -     -     - 

-     -  40-6479 

Huggard,  Shelley 

4553    Roblin    Blvd.    -     -     - 

-     -  83-3515 

Jacobson,  Geraldine 

465  Campbell  Street  -     -     - 

-     -  40-4147 

Kelsey,  Shelagh 

Ste.  23,  Rochester  Apts.  -     - 

-     -  93-4358 
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Kelsey,  Corrinne 

47    Waterloo    Street    -     -     - 
Kilgour,  Elizabeth 

275  Harvard  Avenue  -     -     - 
Kipp,  Catherine 

8  Fulham  Avenue  -     -     -     - 
Laird,  Joan 

184  Waterloo  Street  -     -     - 
Laird,  Amy 

Box  103,  R.R.  5,  Winnipeg  - 
Lansky,  Edith 

112  Chataway  Blvd.   -     -     - 
Lazareck,  Miriam 

620  Queenston  St.  -     -     -     - 
Leach,  Linda 

761  Wellington  Crescent  -     - 
Le  Beau,  Brenda 

412  Queenston  Street  -     -     - 
Lewthwaite,  Julia 

Emerson,   Manitoba     -     -     - 
Lount,  Carol 

101  Grenfell  Blvd.     -     -     - 
Lowery,  Donna 

191  Queenston  Street  -     -     - 
MacDermid,  Margaret 

Snow  Lake,  Manitoba  -     -     - 
Macdonald,  Janet 

2  Laurence  Apts,  75  Young  St. 
Manchester,  Linda 

Warren,  Manitoba  -     -     -     - 
Mathewson,  Jane 

283  Yale  Avenue  -     -     -     - 
Mathewson,  Diana 

283  Yale  Avenue  -     -     -     - 
Mercer,  John  R. 

120  Maryland  Street  -     -     - 
Miller,  Heather 

668   Kildonan  Drive. 
Mills,  Carol 

1116  Ashburn  Street  -     - 
Mills,  Elizabeth 

100  Gerard  Street  -     -     - 
Moody,  Jane 

Lot  78,  St.  Norbert,  Man 
Moore.  Darryl 

61  Roslyn  Crescent      -     - 
Moorhouse,  Sylvia 

227   Academy   Road   -     - 
Moss.  Patricia 

338  Montrose  Stree:  -     - 
Munro,  Judith 

194  Montrose  Street  —     - 
Murray,  Madeleine 

703  Wellington  Crescent  - 
Musgrove,  Lesley 

206  Oxford  Street  -     -     - 
McDiarmid,  Joy 

201   Waterloo  Street  -     - 
McDonald,  Penny 

127   Handsart   Blvd.   -     - 


E.K.  - 


McCulloch,  Gail 

-  -  40-1292  412,  22nd  Street,  Brandon,  Man.  -        3446 

McFarland,  Betty  Ann 

-  -     4-6570  340  Montrose  Street  -----  40-5757 

McGibbon,  Helen 

-  -40-7711  25RuskinRow-     ------     4-6040 

McKenty,  Louise 

-  -  40-2272  207  Oxford  Street  ------  40-5046 

McLaughlin,  Gale 

-  -  22-6872  2719  Wolfe  Street,  Calgary,  Alta.  -  44-2510 

McLean,  Gayle 

-  -  40-2449  119  Brock  Street  ------  40-4049 

McLean,  Anne 

-  -40-3617  119  Brock  Street  ------  40-4049 

McLean,  Janet 

-  -     4-9123  611   South  Drive  ------  42-7018 

McMahon,  Patricia 

-  -  40-2662  R.  R.  No.  1,  Headingly,  Man.  -     -  83-7901 

McNaughton,  Diane 
90  256  Waverley  Street  -----  40-3143 

McNeill,  Carol 
-     -     40-52  51  Empress,    Alberta    ------  4  ring  3 

McPhail,  Dianne 

-  -  40-3457  481    Cordova   Street    -----  40-2333 

McPherson,  Wendy 
06  1 1 1  Park  Blvd.  -     -----     -40-5591 

McRae,  Betty 
SUnset  3-0553  424  Apt   E.  Nelson  Street  -     -     -  316 

Fort  Frances,  Ontario 

-  -        2552      Nelson,  Nancy 

285    Academy   Road   -----  42-6654 

-  -     4-4600      Orchard,  Lynne 

207  Kingston  Row      -----  20-2315 

-  -     4-4600      Orris,  Dawn 

Grand  Forks,  British  Columbia 
SUnset  3-6817      Owen.  Pamela  Ross 

77  Wilmot  Place  ------  43-0618 

-  -  50-8822       Palk,  Alix 

107  Park  Blvd.  -------  40-6320 

SUnset  3-5470      Payne,  Barbara 

290  Montrose  Street  -----  40-1562 

-  -  42-8764      Peers,  Susan 

12715  Stony  Plain  Road  -     -     -     -     8-5661 

-  -  42-0203  Edmonton,  Alta. 

Pennock,  Patricia 

-  -  43-3968  189  Oak  Street  -------  40-5231 

Pennock,  Catherine 

-  -42-7476  189  Oak  Street  -     -----     -40-5231 

Peterson,  Joan 

-  -  40-1680  1038  McMillan  Avenue  -     -     -     -     4-5806 

Peturson,  Audrey 

-  -  40-2544  Thicket  Portage,  Man. 

Philipps.  Diane 

-  -43-1886  652-1 6th  Street,  Brandon,  Man.  -     -     9-1879 

Pokoly,  Eva 

-  -  40-2559  280  Young  Street  -     -     -     -  SUnset  3-3238 

Pringle.  Vivien 

-  -  40-6969  131  Niagara  Street       -----  40-2221 

RlESENBERG,   REESA 

-  -  40-7489  165    Matheson   Avenue    -     -     -     -  59-7771 
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Riley,  Suzanne 

371    Cordova    Street   -----  40-4758 
Rose,  Jennifer 

129  Girton  Blvd.  ------  40-3555 

Ross,  Jane 

205    Grenfell    Blvd.    -----  40-5623 
Rothwell,  Judy 

602   Beaverbrook   Street  -     -     -     -  40-7840 
Russell,  Nancy 

61  Waterloo  Street       -----  40-2731 
Salzberg,  Signe 

65  Furby  Street  -----  SUnset  3-4344 
Sellers,  Anne 

4309  Roblin  Blvd.  -     -     -     -     -     -83-4815 

Varsity  View  P.O.  Man. 
Sellers,  Joan 

4309  Roblin  Blvd.  -     -     -     -     -     -83-4815 

Varsity  View  P.O.  Man. 
Shepard,  Caroline 

238  Oxford  Street  ------  40-4452 

Sidgwick,  Barbara 

Ste.  11,  The  Monica  -----     4-7350 
Slotin,  Isle 

65  Oak  Street  -------  40-3796 

Smerchanski,  Joan 

102   Handsart   Blvd.   -----  40-5553 
Smerchanski,  Rhonda 

102   Handsart   Blvd.   -----  40-5553 
Smith,  Daphne 

123   Grenfell    Blvd.    -----  40-5291 
Smith,  Diane 

123   Grenfell    Blvd.    -----  40-5291 
Smith,  Patricia 

273  Yale  Avenue  ------     4-5548 

Smith,  Helen 

551-20th    Street    West,    -     -     -     -     4-1953 
Prince  Albert,  Sask. 
Smith,  Susan 

1021    Wellington   Cre3cent   -     -     -  40-4786 
Spence,  Jane 

368  Lindsay  Street  ------  40-6619 

Steele,  Gail 

250  Oxford  Street  -     -     -     -     -     -40-1205 

Stephen,  Lyn 

Redditt,  Ontario 
Stephenson,  Marilyn 

502   South   Drive,   FG.   -     -     -     -  42-1285 
Stevenson.  Judith 

121  Cochrane  Street,  -     -     -     -     -     7-5151 
Portage  la  Prairie,  Man. 
Stewart,  Joan 

418  Waverley  Street  -----  40-3981 
Stewart,  Ruth 

201    Handsart   Blvd.    -----  40-5500 
Stewart-Smith,  Susan 

175  Lanark  Street  ------  23-6879 

Stewart-Smith.  Sara 

175  Lanark  Street  ------  23-6879 

Stirling.  Carol 

354  Carpathia  Road 40-5895 


Sutherland,  Joanne 

246  Colony  Street  ------  72-2491 

Sutherland.  Nina  Mae 

246  Colony  Street  ------  72-2491 

Swaffield,  Lily  Jewel 

Southampton   Island,   N.W.T. 
via  Fort  Churchill,  Man. 
Swinden,  Gael 

586  River  Avenue  ------     4-1048 

Swinden,  Jayne 

1315   Wellington   Crescent   -     -     -  40-5920 
Sym,  Nancy 

751    McMillan    Avenue   -     -     -     -     4-9581 
Thomas,  Alyson 

172   Church   Avenue  -----  56-1644 
Thorkelsson,  Janis 

1112   Wolseley   Avenue   -     -  SUnset  3-5397 
Thorkelson,  Valdine 

Gimli,  Manitoba 
Trimble.  Carol 

233    Hertford  Blvd.   -  -     -     -  40-1514 

Tucker,  Gail 

134   Handsart  Blvd.   -----  40-5502 
Urquhart,  Anita 

466    Niagara    Street    -----  40-1244 
Wallace,  Carol 

215  Oxford  Street  -     -     -     -     -     -40-6394 

Wallace,  Rosalind 

2 1 5  Oxford  Street  -     -     -     -     -     -40-6394 

Watton,  Vivian 

139   Middlegate     ------  75-5621 

Watson,  Louise 

437  Churchill  Drive  -----     4-9088 
Welply,  Jane 

90  Princetown  Blvd.  -----  82-2833 
Varsity  View,  P.O.  Manitoba 
Wheatcroft.  Anne 

Lot  60  St.  Mary's  Road  -     -     -     -  20-5063 
White.  Nancy 

213  Kingsway  Avenue  -----  4-6754 
White,  Deidre 

202   Handsart  Blvd.   -----  40-5932 
White,  Dilys 

202    Handsart   Blvd.    -----  40-5932 
Whitmore,  Jo-Anne 

1 56  Ash  Street  -     -----     -40-1124 

Wiley,  Lindsay 

65    Fulham    Avenue   -  -  40-1924 

Wiley,  Marilyn 

395  Waverley  Street  -----  40-1340 
Wiley,  Elaine 

395  Waverley  Street  -----  40-1340 
Wilson,  Dell 

71    Westgate      -----  SUnset  3-6815 
Wilson,  Kay 

71    Westgate      -     -     -     -     -  SUnset  3-6815 
Wilson.  Faith 

183  Yale  Avenue  ------  42-3030 

Zoltok.  Karen 

790  South  Drive,  FG.   -     -     -     -  43-0331 
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{Affiliated  with  the  University  of  Manitoba) 

Situated  on  Broadway  between  Hargrave  and  Carlton  Streets  in  Downtown 

Winnipeg 


Residences  for  Men  and  Women 


Co-educational 


ST.  JOHN'S  COLLEGE 

University  Department — Full  Arts  course  leading  to  the  degree  of 
Bachelor  of  Arts.  Two  years  in  Science.  Pre-Professional  Courses  lead- 
ing to  Education,  Medicine,  Nursing,  Dentistry,  Engineering,  Architec- 
ture, Pharmacy,  Law,  Commerce. 

Theology  Department — Courses  of  instruction  for  candidates  for  Holy 
Orders  and  other  full-time  ministry  in  the  Anglican  Church  of  Canada, 
leading  to  the  Licentiate  of  Theology  and  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of 
Divinity. 

Valuable  Scholarships  offered,  including  the  St.  John's  College  Ladies' 
Auxiliary  Scholarship  for  a  student  of  Balmoral  Hall  School  proceeding 
to  St.  John's  College. 

For  full  information  concerning  fees,  scholarships,  bursaries  and  conditions 
of  entrance,  write  to — 

Rev.  Canon  L.  F.  Wilmot,  Warden  of  St.  John's  College, 
347  Broadway,  Winnipeg  1,  Manitoba. 
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An  Institution  of  The  United  Church  of  Canada 

Affiliated  with  The  University  of  Manitoba 

Centrally  located  in  downtown  Winnipeg 


University  Department  —  Complete  Arts  Course 

First  and  Second  Year  Science 

Pre-Professional  courses  for  Medicine,  Dentistry, 

Engineering,  Architecture,  Pharmacy,  Law,  Commerce. 

Collegiate  Department  —  Levels  II  and  III  (Grades  XI  and  XII) 

Supplemental  classes  in  Grades  XI  and  XII 
(August  2nd  to  26th) 

Theology  Department  —  Diploma,  B.D.  and  S.T.M.  courses 

Scholarships  and 

Bursaries  available  —  Manitoba,  Isbister  and  others  tenable  at  United  College 

Residences  —  for  Men  and  Women 

Write  to  the  Registrar,  United  College,  Winnipeg 
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Now  is  the  Time 
To  Start  Saving 
Your   .    .    . 

BIRKS 
STERLING 
FLATWARE 

20  Patterns  from  which  to  Choose 


BIRKS 


JEWELLER! 


Portage  Ave  at  Smith  St. 

where  young  folks   Prefer  to  Shop 


250  Kennedy  Street 

c^fLtvaui.  the.  z2Vzvas.1t  in  \jai.nion± 

Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building 
Phone  92-4144 


For  All  Your  School  Sewing  Needs 

SINGER 

SEWING  MACHINE 

COMPANY 

PHONE  92-5101 
424  Portage  Avenue,         Winnipeg,  Man. 


Compliments  .  .  . 


MURRAY'S 

PHARMACY 


ANGUS  W.  MURRAY 

Modern  Apothecary 

Stafford  at  Grosvenor 


The  Finest  Loafer  Made! 


BY 

CANADA  WEST  SHOE 

MFG.  CO.   LIMITED 
WINNIPEG 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Wintrup=  White 


Limited 


Telephone:  93-2544 
293  Portage  Avenue 


ENDERTON,  BRYDGES  &  WAUGH, 
LIMITED 

Insurance  of  Every  Kind 
222   Portage  Avenue  Phone  92-8411 


6£  S</4£  THtS  NEW 

/ZAVOASAIS/A/G  PACXAGS 
/£  /A/  yOC/A.  Sf/OPP/A/6 
BASKer/ 


sSy£vwzPA 


TAMMAS   SCOTT 
Flowers    Telegraphed    Everywhere 

310  Donald  St.  -  Ph.  92  3404-5-6 

Canada's  Finest  Flower  Shop 


Phones  40-3183  -  40-7372 


PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

* 
1436  Corydon  at  Waterloo 
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Compliments  of 


BROOKING'S 

Jurug  Store 

M.  J.  BROWN 


(9%^) 


116  Osborne  St.    —     Phone  4-6110 


Established  1902 


G. 


Consulting  Mining  Geologist 
Registered  Professional  Engineer 


Mine  Examinations,  Geological 

and  Geophysical  Surveys 
Development  and  Exploration 


41 1   Childs  Bldg.        Phone  92-6323 


INVESTORS  SYNDICATE 
OF   CANADA,   LIMITED 

Savings,  Educational  and 
Annuity  Plans 


INVESTORS  MUTUAL 
OF  CANADA,  LIMITED 

Balanced,  Open-end 
Mutual  Fund  Shares 


HEAD  OFFICE:    WINNIPEG — OFFICES   IN    PRINCIPAL  CITIES 
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BEST   WISHES   TO 


the 

GfiflDUflT€S 


Norris  Grain  Company  Ltd. 


and 


Norris  Securities  Ltd. 


Winnipeg 
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Auto-Aid  Service 

JOHN   WIENS,   Prop. 
Cornish  &    Sherbrook 


WINNIPEG,  PHONE  72-8753 

Firestone  Tires  —  Texaco   Products 


SPOOCH  — 
A  Good  Meal  for  Dogs. 


E.  BOLE 


FOR  QUALITY,   ACCURACY,    EFFICIENCY  AND   DESPATCH 
PHONE   SUnset    3-7025 

Campbell  Drug  Co.  Limited 

Cor.  MARYLAND  and  WOLSELEY  AVENUE 

PRESCRIPTIONS   CALLED   FOR  AND   DELIVERED 

CAMERAS  AND   PHOTOGRAPHIC   SUPPLIES 


Sfiatt  &tot&e&  .  .  . 


ALWAYS  AT  THEIR   BEST  WHEN 
BEAUTIFULLY  SANITONED  CLEANED  AT  QUINTONS 


Phone  42-3611 


for 


*pcut  S6fate«£  Senvice 


a 


se  Wise*  Q****-** 


CLEANERS  DYERS  FURRIERS 

SHIRT    LAUNDERERS 
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Best  Wishes  to  the  graduates 


SMITH, 

VINCENT 

&   CO., 
LTD. 


919   GRAIN   EXCHANGE 
WINNIPEG,  CANADA 
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We  are  gratejul  to  the  following  advertisers  who  are  supporting  our  magazine 
with  a  single  line  in  place  of  their  usual  space  advertisement.  This  helps  us 
to  lower  the  cost  of  publication. 


Pethick  Grain  Ltd. 

Moody  and  Moore  Architects 

Lochell   Investments  Ltd. 


Stovel- Advocate  Press  Ltd. 

J.  O.   Blick 

Dr.  T.   F.   Blight 


R£"V## 

GIFTS  ARE  OUR  SPECIALTY  .  .  . 

imports  from  world  famous 

Ml  Hostess    Accessories 

centres  .  .  . 

w 
Phone   93-3939 

•  Royal  Leerdum  Glassware  (Holland) 

•  Metawa   Pewter   (Denmark) 

401  GRAHAM 

•    Grosvenor  Fine  English  China 

Opp.    Medical   Arts 

•    Copper  (Renoir)  Costume  Jewelry 

Building 

or  Remodelling? 


&ZU714 


Phone  93-0341 

"One  ^tttfy  fan-  £ver<pt6.6*ip" 

The  WINNIPEG  SUPPLY  &  FUEL 

COMPANY  LIMITED 
Showrooms — Portage  Ave.  at  St.  James  Bridge 


Dependable 

Drug  Store  Service 

• 

UJilliam  ft  Might 

DRUGGIST  -  WINNIPEG 

• 

"Two  Stores 

101    Sherbrook     St.     -    -    -   Ph.    SU  3-0)51 

871    Westminster  Ave.  -  -   Ph.   SU  3-5311 
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COMPLETE  FACILITIES  FOR 
INVESTING  IN  CANADA 


With  membership  in  all  leading 
Canadian  Stock  Exchanges  and 
direct  private  wires  linking  our 
offices  from  Montreal  to  Victoria, 
we  can  offer  you  the  most 
advantageous  markets  in  which 
to  buy  and  sell  stocks  and  bonds. 

Our  Research  and  Statistical 
Department  can  supply  you  with 
accurate  information  about  any 
company  in  whose  securities 
you  may  be  interested. 

Why  not  put  these  facilities  to 
work  for  you? 


James  Richardson  &  Sons 


Established  18S7 


INVESTMENT      DEALERS 


367    MAIN    STREET 


WINNIPEG    2 


TELEPHONE    93-9311 
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&6>e,c6>  *%ei  *t/i&6*K  TtoutL 


/ 


It's  back  to  school  for  a  pretty  little  girl  with  a  new  dress  and  hoir  ribbons  .  .  . 
a  happy  little  girl,  eager  to  learn,  to  keep  up  with  her  class-mates.  But  whot  of 
her  vision — the  key  sense  to  her  progress  and  personality?  All  too  often,  bright 
eyes  conceal  dim  seeing,  perhaps  a  host  of  vision  faults  that  make  the  blackboard 
a  meaningless  blur,  books  a  torture,  and  fill  with  tears  eyes  that  are  straining  so 
desperately  to  understand  lessons  that  other  children  find  so  easy. 

You  cannot  be  sure  about  her  vision,  mother,  unless  you  have  it  checked.  The 
professional  services  of  your  Ophthalmologist  (Eye  Physician),  and  Ophthalmic 
Dispenser  (Optician),  will  help  precious  eyes  through  the  concentrated  seeing  tasks 
of  schooldays,  and  keep  them  on  the  high  road  of  good  seeing  for  the  countless 
visual  problems  of  life  ahead. 


RAMSAY -MATTHEWS    LIMITED 

Ophthalmic    Dispensers 
Medical  Arts   Bldg.,   Winnipeg 
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(2&ntfiUme*tt4>  &l .  .  . 


Toronto  Elevators  Ltd. 


Grain  Exchange 


FLOWERS 

For   Every  Occasion 
"Flowers  That   Last" 


By  Special  Delivery 

By  Telegraph 

Buy  with  the 

Assurance  of  our 
50  years  Service 
to  Manitobans. 


Bob  Ormiston 


R.   B.    ORMISTON    LIMITED 

Winnipeg  and  Flin  Flon 


Matt    Ormiston 


It.wpp's  Pharmacy 

905  CORYDON  AVE. 

Phone  4-4385  Anytime  for 
FREE  DELIVERY 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  .  .   . 

Phone  SU  3-7371     113  Sherbrook  Street 


Owned  and  Managed  by 
Mrs.  F.  BROOKE  ARMSTRONG 
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I  like  Coffee... 


I  like  Tea... 


Blue  Ribbon 

islhe 
drink  for  me 


the 
long 

and 

short  of  it 

is 
wonderful 

flavour! 


I  like  ccf fee 


C 


o 


Blue£illoif 

is  Hie  drinker  me 
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TRY  IT! 


Now!  '56  DODGE 

brings  you  the  most 

automatic  driving 

ever  with  all-new 

"Push-Button" 

PowerFlite 

automatic 

transmission 


TODAY 


247  MAIN  ST. 


CejCfri  ru  ^LodbcuLA 


WINN  I  PEG 


Going  to  University  Next  Year? 

IF  so,  it's  wise  to  get  some  of  your  books  during  the  summer. 
The  Book  Department  is  owned  and  operated  by  the  University 
for  the  College  Students  of  Winnipeg. 


New  and  Used  Copies 

Our  Constant  Aim — The   Lowest   Prices   in   Canada 


THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  MANITOBA 

BOOK    DEPARTMENT 


BROADWAY  BUILDING 


200  MEMORIAL  BOULEVARD 
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K.  A.  Powell  (Canada)  Ltd 


Powell  Transports 


Fort  William  Elevator 

COMPANY,  LIMITED 


Edible  Oil's  Limited 
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THE 

G.  McLEAN  company  ltd. 

WINNIPEG 


JOHNSON-HUTCHINSON,  LTD. 


JEWELLERS 


The  Perkct  Diamond  H 


ouse 


286  Portage  Avenue 


Winnipeg 


Compliments  of 


AY'S 

DRUG  STORE 

Corydon  and  Waterloo 
Phone  40-1093  Phone  40-1542 


Dominion  Securities  Grpn.  Limited 

Underwriters  and  Distributors  of  Investment  Securities  since  1901 

TORONTO  MONTREAL  NEW  YORK   LONDON,  ENG.  WINNIPEG  CALGARY  VANCOUVER  VICTORIA 
LONDON      KITCHENER      BRANTFORD      HAMILTON      OTTAWA      QUEBEC      HALIFAX      SAINT  JOHN 


WINNIPEG  OFFICE 


500  PARIS  BLDG. 


PH.  90-3413 
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Phones  40-3800  -  40-4800 


DRUGS  LTD. 


546  ACADEMY  RD.  at  LANARK 
WINNIPEG 


Wo©„  SCOTT 
(TO 

OPTOMETRISTS 

259  VAUGHAN  STREET      —      WINNIPEG 


THE  WINNIPEG 
PAINT  &  GLASS  CO.,  LTD. 


HARDWARE 


LUMBER 


BUILDING    SPECIALISTS 


179  Notre   Dame  Ave.   and 
Gertrude  &  Scott  Sts. 


Venu*    Venetian    (Blind 
Co,   Jfya. 


manufacturers  of 

Venetian  Blinds  and  Bamboo  Drapes 
61  Sherbrook  St. 


APEX    GARAGE 

STORAGE     *     REPAIRS     •     COLLISION  &  BODY  WORKS     *     PAINTING 

B^-'tfyowi  Service 

761  CORYDON    —    PHONE  43-3800 
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EATON'S 


~'j-< " 


Representing 

You  and 

Balmoral  Hall  School 

for 

1955-1956 


JANE  MATHEWSON 


with  representatives  from  more  than 
a  score  of  High  Schools  and  Colleges, 
are  our  advisers  on  what's  new  with 
you  .  .  .  your  favourite  fads  and 
fashions  .  .  .  and  they  help  us  too 
with  the  many  interesting  and  exciting 
events  for  all  the  Hi-Crowd  planned 
by  EATON'S. 


L 


EATON'S-  THE  STORE  FOR  YOUNG  CANADA 
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0*mjdime*tA  *£ 


Aikins,  MacAulay, 
Moffat,  Dickson, 
Hinch  &  McGavin 

WINNIPEG  MANITOBA 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 


Compliments  of 


McCabe  Grain  Company 
Limited 


GRAIN  EXCHANGE  WINNIPEG 
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S*tU  j  T>%uf  Stoic 


GEO.     H.     EDMONDS,     Dispensing    Chemist 


Cor.  Queentton  &  Academy  Road,  Winnipeg 


PHONE  40-1155 


Compliments  of  .  . 


G.  D.  FUNK 

Electrical  Appliances 
and  Television 


1406    Main    Street 


Phone    59-0588 


The  Finest  in  the  Land 


FOUR 


V«*       FAVORITES 


•  DRY   GINGER  ALE 

•  TOM   COLLINS 
•CRYSTAL  SODA 

•  LIME  RICKEY 


* 


JL  R.  Stephenson  ltd. 


# 


ENGINEERS    AND 
MANUFACTURERS 

WINNIPEG     -      REGINA     -     CALGARY     -      EDMONTON 
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CONGRATULATIONS 
GRADUATES 


Une  (Broadway, 
3lori&t£ 

House  of  Flowers 

PORTAGE  at  SMITH 
Phone  92-4331  Phone  92-4332 


British     Made 
Imports 


CASHMERE 

ANGORA 

LAMBS  WOOL  BOTANY 

SWEATERS 
FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN 

Club    Sweaters    and    Crests    Made    Up. 
Own  Design  and  Colour. 


286   Kennedy  St. 


Phone  92-5319 


YOUR  DRUGGIST 

W.  H.  RINGER 

PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

Cor.  Lilac  and  Dorchester 

Phone  4-1600-  4-4033 


Best  Wishes  from  .  .  . 


THE  PADDOCK 


u 


For  Finer  Food 


>> 
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THE 


ASSURANCE       COMPANY 

HIAO     OFFICI-WIMHIFia.   CANADA 
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Start  Now! 


Have  you  ever  noticed  how  many  people  seem  to  be 
looking  for  opportunities,  but  how  few  actually  seize 
I  hem  when  they  occur? 

Inability  to  keep  even  a  modest  amount  of  ready  money 
on  hand  is  one  of  the  main  reasons  why  so  many  good 
chances  are  lost. 

Vi  hen  your  chance  comes,  will  you  be  able  to  seize  it? 
Start  preparing  now,  by  planning  the  regular  purchase 
of  Canada  bonds  and  other  high  grade  securities.  They 
will  stand  you  in  good  stead. 


Victor v  Building 
Winnipeg 
Telephone:  926-166 


Wood,  Gundy  &  Company 

Limited 


Pastels 
Fancy 

Drawing   &   Art   Supplies 
Oil    and   Water   Color   Paints 
,    Charcoal   and   Sketching   Materials 
Foil,    Colored    Paper  and   Cardboard 

J 

.   G. 

BLUE 

FRASER   LIMITED 

PRINTING                   PHOTOSTATS 

320 

Donald   Street 

Winnipeg 

Hanford  Drewilt  Ltd 

LADIES'  IMPORTED 
CASHMERE  SWEATERS 

By 
BRAEMAR  AND  PRINGLE 


For  Dependable  Electric  Service 
Anywhere  in  Winnipeg  .  .  . 

CITY    HYDRO 

%  tfawu  -  7Ue  ctf 

Showrooms:      Portage,   east  of   Kennedy 
Offices:     55  Princess   Street 
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EVERYTHING   IN   MUSIC 


CO.  LTD. 


383  PORTAGE  AVENUE 


Tel.  92-5474 


Estab.  1903 


Discuss  Your 

*&aeUe& '  70 can, 

with 

del  peters  limited 

701  Westminster  Phone  3-6830 


Model   Railroad  and   Hobby  Supplies 

CCM 

Headquarters 

NEW  BIKES 

* 

RENTALS 

* 

SERVICE 

The  Bicycle  Specialist 
173  SHERBROOK  ST.       PHONE  74-1311 


Go-mpMme.nti,  o^  .  .  . 


DYSON'S  LTD. 

WINNIPEG,  MAN. 


DYSON'S  (onto  LTD 

BRIGHTON,  ONT. 
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Compliments  of  .  . 


Huggard,  Lough  Limited 


INSURANCE    BROKERS 


WINNIPEG 


410-412  Academy  Rd.  Phone  40-4818 

Academy 
DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Specializing    in    Teen    Age    Wear 

"Shop  at 
Your  Neighborhood  Store  and  Save" 


SHERBROOK  MOTORS  LIMITED 

TOWING   EXPERTS 

Complete  Service  for  Car  Repairs 
and  Body  Works 


83  Sherbrook  St.  Winnipeg,  Man. 

Phone  3-7008 


STOCKS 


BONDS 
INSURANCE 


GRAIN 


REAL   ESTATE 

LEASES 
COAL  &  COKE 

We   offer   a    complete    Insurance    and    Financial    service    based 
on    our    sixty   years    business    experience    in    Western    Canada. 

OsLEftJAM^fts-taTON 


TORONTO  -  MONTREAL  -  REGINA  -  SASKATOON  -  WINNIPEG  -  CALGARY  -  EDMONTON 

VANCOUVER 


^ttifctttft^ag  Compiing. 


We  have  launched  an  ex- 
citing new  cargo  of  fashions  for 
Winnipeg  women  on  the  Fashion 
Floor! 

You'll  find  the  newest  and 
latest  in  '56  fashion  for  your 
dressy,  career,  casual  or  sporting  life,  for 
your  Spring,  Summer  and  Vacation  ward- 
robes on  the  Bay's  Third  Floor  where  we 
have  everything   in   Fashion   FOR  YOU! 

Glazed  Cotton  Dress  $45.00 

Fine  Milan  Straw  Hat  $11.95 

HBC     MIRROR    ROOM,     FASHION     FLOOR 
HBC  MILLINERY,  FASHION   FLOOR 
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SALISBURY         HOUSE         LTD 
RESTAURANTS 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 

DOMINION  BRIQUETTES  &  CHEMICALS 

LIMITED 

MANUFACTURERS  OF 

HEAT  GLOW,  CARBONIZED  BRIQUETTES 

HEAD  OFFICE 
296  GARRY  STREET  -  WINNIPEG 
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CLAYDON  COMPANY  LIMITED 


GENERAL  CONTRACTORS 


WINNIPEG 


KENORA 


ATI  KO  KAN 


PORT  ARTHUR 

FORT  WILLIAM 


Compliments  of  .    . 


REI  D  RUG 


Waterloo  and  Academy 


COMPLIMENTS    OF     .     .    . 

RIVERBEND 

GROCERY     AND 
MEAT    MARKET 

•  FRUIT   AND  VEGETABLES 

•  QUALITY   GROCERIES 

•  FRESH  AND  COOKED  MEATS 

Ph.    SU  3-1389  635    Westminster    Ave. 

(We   Deliver) 


THE  BEST 
OF  LUCK! 


from  the  management 
and  staff  of  the 

CAPITOL  THEATRE 


The  Home  of 
Outstanding  Motion  Pictures 

CAPITOL 

A  Famous  Players  "theatre 


STRAND  RADIO 

801   CORYDON  AVENUE.,  WINNIPEG 

(Arthur  C.   Benjamin) 

Guaranteed  service  on   all    makes  of 

Radios    and    Household    Electrical 

Appliances 

Phone    4-4143 
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R 


USSELL  MOTORS  LTD 

HOME    OF 


WINNIPEG'S  MOST  EXCLUSIVE  USED  CAR  LOT 
730  PORTAGE  AVE.  OPEN  EVENINGS  PHONE  74-4581 


Evans  Printing  &  Stationery 

Ltd. 

Retail  and  Wholesale  Stationers 
Commercial  and  Fraternal  Printing 

2    Stared 

159  Osborne  Street  South 
Telephones:   42-3535,     42-3586 

1316  Portage  Ave.  at  Valour  Road 
Telephone:  SUnset  3-1280 

Office   —    Home   —   School  Supplies 
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Compliments  of 


BESSETTE  HAIR  STULISTS 

444  Academy  Road 
Phone  40-2404 


Modern   Soda    Fountain 


CRESCENTWOOD 
PHARMACY 

Complete   Line  of  School   Supplies 
and  Cosmetics 


1  1  03    Corydon 


Ph.    4-6562 


Canada's  Leading  Specialty  Shop 

Furs  and  Fashions,  also  Men's  Clothing  and 
Furnishings  ...  of  guaranteed  quality,  the  top- 
most in  value  ...  at  fair  and  reasonable  prices. 

HOLT  RENFREW  &  COMPANY,  LIMITED 


CLARK-LEATHERDALE 

CO.  LTD. 


FUNERAL  DIRECTORS 


232  Kennedy  St.,  Winnipeg 
Bus.:  92-5494 


WINNIPEG'S   FINEST 
TAXI    SERVICE 


GROS VENOM 

TAXI 


Phone  42-5511  -  42-5553 

COURTESY  and  SERVICE 
Two-Way  Radio  Communication 

Special  Rates  on  Country  Trips 
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HECTOR    F.    DOUGALL 


BROADCASTING 


AM  —   FM  —  TV 


FORT    WILLIAM  PORT    ARTHUR 


Diamond  Drilling 

and 

Surface  Exploration 

ECO  EXPLORATION  COMPANY  LIMITED 

411   CHILDS  BLDG.  WINNIPEG,   MANITOBA 
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HARDY  &  BUCHANAN 

££%*c&ue&  -  7fce4,t& 

167  Stafford  Street 

Phone  42-2216 

GIRLS   WANTED 

Chance  of  a  Lifetime  Now  Yours 
PLEASANT  WORK  —  GOOD  PAY 
No  previous  Experience  Necessary 
GRADUATE    IN    A    FEW    MONTHS 


Here  is  a  remarkable  oppor- 
tunity. Modern  Hair  Styling 
and  popular  new  methods 
have  caused  a  great  short- 
age of  help  in  this  profes- 
sion. 


LEARN    BEAUTY   CULTURE     Y^ 


We  have  positions  open  and 
waiting  for  our  graduates 
in  almost  every  part  of 
Canada.  Many  start  own 
shops. 


Write    or    Call    for    FREE    Literature. 
No  obligations. 


MARVEL 

Beauty  School 


309  Donald  Street 


Winnipeg 


oOa/fHora/     cTtall 

ike    sckool   oj   distinction 

^f  \l lamiooa    £y  ugar 

ike    sugar   of    Quality 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

THE    MANITOBA     SUGAR     COMPANY 

LTD. 

FORT  GARRY  -  WINNIPEG,   MAN. 
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"Liked  So  Well 

By  So  Many" 

^ecaetAe  eve  da  da  many  ja&d  da  wed 
57th  Year 

¥  NORTHWEST. 

Laundry 


ESTAB.  I&99 


LIMITED 


Main  Street  at  York  Avenue 


CALL  74-5471 


rumens 

OF  J  WINNIPEG  LIMITED 
A     WESTERN     ACHIEVEMENT 


0t¥avuty>  a     'Patty? 

BE  SURE  TO  ORDER  PLENTY 
CRYSTAL-CLEAR  PARTY 


ICE 


The  merry  tinkle  of  sparkling  Ice  is  a  sign  your 
party  is  making  a  hit!  Don't  disappoint  guests  by 
running  short  —  order  Party  Ice  in  advance. 
Delivered  in  waterproof  bags. 

CARRY  AND  SAVE 


Pick  up  a  bag  of  Party  Ice — 25c. 

at  any  of  the  following  automatic  vending  stations: 

1405   Portage  Ave.     —     649  Sargent  Ave.     —     150  Bell  Ave. 

430  Langside  St.     —    Lyndale  Drive  and  Gauvin  St.,  Norwood 

Salter  St.  at  Manitoba     —     Montcalm  at  Watt    —     1833  Main  St. 


ARCTIC  ICE  CO.,  LTD. 


